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We  hope  .some  day  to  take  our  stand  as  leaders  of  our  race. 
To  do  this  we  must  have  a liberal  education.  We 
have  written  this  book  as  a meatis  to  this  end. 
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PREFACE 


BY  COACH  HERBERT  N.  ROE 

Director  of  Athletics  Rock  Island  Hifth  School,  formerly  Coach  and  Instructor 
in  English,  Hutchinson,  Kansas 


I wish  to  recommend  this  little  volume  to  any  one  inter- 
ested in  athletics  and  to  all  who  believe  that  sincerity  of  pur- 
pose, ambition  and  real  ability  should  be  recognized,  wher- 
ever found.  I have  known  the  writers  for  several  years  and 
have  found  them  in  every  way  deserving  of  success  and 
recognition.  Sol  Butler  is  now  recognized  as  the  champion 
high  school  athlete  of  the  country,  and  has  great  promise  of 
holding  the  world’s  title.  He  has  won  his  place  through 
hard  work,  sacrifice  and  determination.  He  is  the  most 
reliable  and  conscientious  of  all  the  athletes  I have  worked 
with,  and  in  addition  to  being  a wonderful  performer,  has 
exceptional  qualities  that  stand  for  character  and  man- 
hood. 


Don  O.  Yeoman,  Formerly  r’oaeh  Hntehinson  S.  L.  Palmer,  Formerly  Prineipiil  Hutchinson 

Hiyh  School  Hit-h  School 


One  of  my  best  friends  and  true  benefactors  is  former 
Principal  S.  L.  Palmer,  of  Hutchinson  high  school.  During 
the  time  I remained  at  Hutchinson  he  showed  a very  great 
interest  in  athletics,  giving  largely  of  his  time  and  efforts 
to  give  Hutchinson  winning  teams.  He  is  a man  of  great 
executive  ability,  thoroughly  conscientious  and  ready  to 
help  every  good  cause.  His  departure  from  Hutchinson 
high  school  should  be  a matter  of  regret. 


Three  Years  in  High  School 
Athletics 


CHAPTER  ONE 


I was  born  in  Oklahoma,  seven  miles  from  the  present 
site  of  Kingfisher,  March  3,  1895.  My  father  was  a slave, 
but  my  mother  a free  born  woman.  Our  family,  which  is 
composed  of  two  boys  and  two  girls,  endured  many  hard- 
ships that  naturally  follow  the  opening  of  a dew  country. 
By  a piece  of  misfortune,  my  father  lost  his  farm  and  we 
moved  to  Kingfisher  to  live.  We  stayed  there  about  ten 
years,  after  which  my  people  moved  to  Witchita,  Kan.  I 
was  then  in  the  third  grade.  Four  years  later  we  moved  to 
Hutchinson,  Kan.,  where  my  parents  now  live.  I shall  al- 
ways remember  Hutchinson  as  a city  where  people  really  do 
things,  because  it  is  there  that  the  older  people  encourage 
the  children  and  young  people  in  every  form  of  outdoor 
sport.  I was  in  the  seventh  grade  when  I went  to  Hutchin- 
son and  I immediately  became  interested  in  playing  grade 
football.  I gained  a very  good  idea  of  the  game  and  deter- 
mined to  do  my  best  to  master  every  feature  of  it.  I con- 
tinued to  play  and  made  a very  good  success  as  a grade 
player,  and  when  I entered  high  school,  in  1912,  every  one 
predicted  that  I would  make  good. 

I was  exceedingly  anxious  to  succeed,  because  it  is  not 
every  freshman  who  has  the  honor  or  chance  to  rub  shoul- 
ders with  the  jolly  juniors  or  the  grave  seniors.  The  first 
evening  I donned  a pair  of  football  pants  I felt  that  life 
could  not  hold  any  greater  boon  than  the  wearing  of  this 
respected  armor.  But  the  worst  was  yet  to  follow,  in  the 
form  of  scrimmages  and  learning  to  tackle.  After  about  two 
hours  of  hard  work  I began  to  realize  the  truth  of  the  say- 
ing, “that  nothing  great  is  lightly  won.”  We  kept  this 
practice  up  every  afternoon  for  about  two  weeks.  When 
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Sol  Butler  and  Some  Tropliies 

the  coach  had  practically  decided  on  the  men  whom  he 
thought  fit  to  represent  the  school  on  the  gridiron,  he  ad- 
monished us  to  train  hard.  On  account  of  my  being  a 
colored  boy  a few  of  the  boys  objected  to  my  playing  on  the 
team,  but  after  they  had  learned  to  know  me  better,  and 
found  I at  all  times  was  guided  by  the  same  principles  of 
good  behavior  and  gentlemanly  conduct  as  themselves,  they 
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welcomed  me  as  one  of  them.  I can  truthfully  say  that  there 
never  was  a “whiter”  bunch  of  boys  than  those  who  repre- 
sented the  gold  and  blue  during  the  time  I took  part  in  ath- 
letics as  a representative  of  Hutchinson  high  school. 

The  first  game  of  the  season  of  1911  was  played  with 
Stafford  high  school,  but  I was  unable  to  take  part  in  the 
game  because  the  visitors  objected  to  playing  against  colored 
boys.  I did  not  feel  the  least  bit  discouraged,  because  I 
realized  that  there  are  certain  conditions  that  every  man 
and  every  race  has  to  overcome,  and  I was  determined  to 
prove  to  all  Kansas  that  there  was  not  a player  in  the  state 
who  had  received  any  better  home  training  than  myself,  or 
any  better  ideas  of  what  constituted  true  sportsmanship  and 
fair  play.  However,  when  we  went  to  Lyons,  Kan.,  and  this 
team  also  refused  to  play  against  colored  players,  after  hav- 
ing used  one  themselves.  Coach  Yeoman  and  Captain  Mc- 
Candless  pulled  our  team  off  the  field  and  refused  to  play 
without  his  two  colored  players.  Lyons  finally  reconsidered 
her  objection,  and  Phillips,  another  colored  lad,  and  myself 
were,  allowed  to  take  part  in  the  game.  From  that  time  on 
we  never  had  any  more  trouble  that  year,  because  the  coach, 
who  was  one  of  the  squarest  men  I have  ever  had  the  pleas- 
ure of  working  with,  championed  our  cause  when  any  argu- 
ment of  this  nature  arose.  Following  in  order  is  the  number 
of  games  that  we  played  with  the  respective  schools : 

H.  H.  S.,  5 ; Stafford,  4 ; at  Hutchinson,  Oct.  7. 

H.  H.  S.,  0;  Lyons,  0;  at  Lyons,  Oct.  14. 

H.  H.  S.,  34;  Sterling,  11;  at  Hutchinson,  Oct.  21. 

H.  H.  S.,  37 ; Kingman,  3 ; at  Kingman,  Oct.  28. 

H.  H.  S.,  0;  Lyons,  0;  at  Hutchinson,  Nov.  4. 

H.  H.  S.,  35 ; Sterling,  5 ; at  Sterling,  Nov.  18. 

H.  H.  S.,  35 ; Great  Bend,  0 ; at  Hutchinson,  Thanksgiving 
Day. 

Total,  H.  H.  S.,  146  ; opponents,  23. 

By  having  the  best  percentage  of  any  football  team  in 
the  state,  and  by  going  through  the  season  undefeated,  we 
were  the  recognized  state  champions.  The  success  of  this 
team  was  due  largely  to  the  efficient  coaching  of  Don  0.  Yoe- 
man,  our  athletic  instructor,  who  made  of  the  team  one  of 
the  fastest  and  smoothest  running  machines  in  the  state. 


Hutcliiiison  Hiii'ti  Scliool  Fool  UmII 
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However,  the  hard,  conscientious  training  of  the  players 
made  possible  that  which  coaching  could  not  have  accom- 
plished, and  the  loyal  students  of  the  school  contributed  their 
share  in  the  way  of  support.  There  were  six  all-state  men 
on  the  team — Captain  McCandless,  right  half ; Hiram  Pat- 
ten, full-back;  Fay  Prickett,  right  end;  Joe  Gleadall,  right 
tackle;  George  Duckworth,  quarter-back,  and  myself,  left 
halDback.  The  following  clippings  from  the  high  school 
annual  are  a recognition  of  their  respective  abilities : 
Captain  McCandless  was  an  excellent  man  to  run  interfer- 
ence, and  a good  tackier. 

Patten  was  famous  as  a speedy  man  in  the  back  field,  and 
made  many  long  hard  runs. 

Prickett,  the  star  end,  was  especially  good  at  working  the 
forward  pass  and  blocking  runs  around  end. 

Gleadall  was  the  best  man  on  the  team  for  breaking  inter- 
ference and  smashing  the  enemies’  line. 

Duckivorth,  our  strong  little  quarter-back,  was  strong  at 
forward  passing  and  ran  the  team  in  a soldierly  fashion. 
Butler,  the  big  colored  half-back,  was  the  fastest  man  in  the 
state,  and  no  player  could  stop  him  in  his  long  runs. 

The  team  that  fought  for  and  won  the  championship  for 
the  H.  H.  S.,  was  composed  of  the  following  men : 

Joe  McCandless,  right  half,  captain. 

Hiram  Patten,  full  back. 

Joe  Gleadall,  right  tackle. 

Fay  Prickett,  right  end. 

Elba  Stratton,  left  end. 

Max  Wyman,  guard. 

Minot  English,  left  tackle. 

Sol  Butler,  left  half. 

Clarence  Phillips,  center. 

Phillip  Dedrick,  left  guard. 

Robert  Bacon,  end. 

George  Duckworth,  quarter-back. 

Elton  Giles,  right  guard. 

Earl  McDermed,  left  guard. 

After  the  passing  of  a very  successful  football  season,  our 
school  was  still  creditably  represented  by  a worthy  five  in 
basket  ball,  but  I did  not  care  to  play  the  game,  as  it  did  not 
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then  appeal  to  me.  I thought  that  I could  be  of  greater 
service  to  the  school  as  a track  man.  I had  never  taken  part 
in  any  track  events  before  this  time,  but  a number  of  critics 
who  had  seen  my  work  on  the  football  field  thought  I could 
make  good.  With  this  encouragement  I started  out  at  the 
opening  of  the  season  to  do  my  best  to  make  the  team  and 
help  ‘‘put  Hutchinson  on  the  map.”  The  members  of  the 
track  squad  were : Ralph  Pattinson,  Ernest  Friesen,  Bobby 
Bacon,  Clarence  Phillips,  Darwin  Pattinson,  Russell  Arm- 
strong, William  Hughes,  Minot  English  and  myself.  Our 
first  meet  was  a dual  meet  with  Stafford,  which  we  won  by 
a large  score.  This  so  encouraged  us  that  we  continued  to 
train  in  order  to  keep  up  our  winning  streak.  Yeoman  was 
a man  who  could  inspire  you  to  do  your  utmost  by  speaking 
to  you  before  a game  or  a meet.  He  was  a forceful  talker, 
and  after  he  had  told  us  of  our  defects  he  proceeded  to  help 
us  to  remedy  them.  We  worked  hard  after  the  Stafford 
meet  to  be  in  readiness  for  the  Seventh  District  meet,  held  at 
Sterling  on  the  following  Saturday.  The  day  of  this  meet 
we  were  in  fine  condition  and  we  entered  the  meet  deter- 
mined to  give  our  opponents  a real  exciting  time.  There 
were  about  six  schools  represented,  with  100  athletes,  and 
we  won  easily.  I was  fortunate  enough  to  win  the  fol- 
lowing events:  100  yard  dash  in  10  2/5  seconds,  the  220 
in  26  seconds,  the  220  hurdles  in  29  and  the  broad  jump  by 
a leap  of  over  19  feet.  By  making  the  highest  number  of 
points  of  any  athlete  on  the  field,  I was  awarded  a solid  gold 
medal.  The  school  also  received  a beautiful  cup  in  recogni- 
tion of  the  ability  of  its  athletes.  The  winning  of  this  meet 
caused  great  rejoicing  in  the  camp  of  the  Hutchinson  high 
school  and  it  made  us  feel  as  if  we  could  accomplish  any- 
thing when  so  loyally  supported  by  the  student  body  and 
faculty.  By  this  time  the  track  squad  of  the  high  school  was 
recognized  as  a startling  reality,  instead  of  a mere  possibil- 
ity. We  were  still  eager  to  try  our  skill  against  the  best 
teams  that  our  neighboring  schools  could  produce. 

At  this  time  Great  Bend  had  a colored  lad  by  the  name  of 
Porter,  who  was  reputed  to  be  the  fastest  man  in  western 
Kansas  and  one  of  the  fastest  in  the  state.  He  and  I had 
never  met  except  on  the  football  field,  and  the  people  of  our 
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respective  towns  were  in  doubt  as  to  the  superiority  of  one 
over  the  other.  The  people  of  Hutchinson  thought  that  I 
was  capable  of  beating  Porter,  but  his  townspeople  thought 
that  he  was  more  experienced  than  I,  was  better  developed, 
and  in  fact  was  the  faster  man.  He  had  established  a good 
reputation  as  a sprinter  and  had  gained  the  confidence  of 
his  friends  and  schoolmates.  It  was  the  Saturday  after  the 
meet  at  Sterling  that  Porter  and  I toed  the  line  together  in 
the  Central  Kansas  meet  in  my  home  town.  The  excitement 
was  intense.  The  supporters  of  both  of  us  were  giving 
their  opinions  as  to  the  number  of  feet  that  would  separate 
us  at  the  finish. 

In  all  of  my  races,  and  during  the  whole  of  my  athletic 
career,  I have  never  allowed  myself  to  become  excited.  I 
take  things  in  a matter-of-fact  way  and  I never  believe 
that  my  opponent  is  a better  man  until  he  has  proven  it  to 
me.  In  other  words,  I take  nothing  for  granted;  I care 
not  for  past  achievements,  I do  not  respect  the  significance 
of  name,  but  I do  respect  real  ability. 

There  were  about  35  of  us  in  the  100-yard  dash  and  we  ran 
it  off  in  heats,  the  first  and  second  men  qualifying  for  the 
finals.  As  luck  would  have  it,  Porter  and  I had  to  run  our 
preliminary  heat  together.  He  was  a fine  specimen  of  an 
athelete  and  as  he  limbered  up  I could  see  that  he  had  the 
proper  leg  muscles  to  run  any  kind  of  a race.  But  when  the 
starter  cried,  “Get  on  your  marks,”  I noticed  that  he  seemed 
to  be  nervous  and  to  go  into  the  race  in  a half-hearted  way. 
There  were  three  other  boys  in  the  race  besides  ourselves, 
but  the  main  interest  lay  in  how  we  were  going  to  finish.  In 
a few  moments  after  we  had  prepared  for  starting  the 
starter  cried,  “On  vour  marks.”  I kneeled  down  to  the  first 
position.  “Get  set!”  I called  all  my  wits  into  play  and  looked 
down  the  alley  in  which  I was  to  run  until  I had  located  the 
tape.  “Crack !”  went  the  pistol  and  we  were  off,  running  for 
school  and  honor.  For  the  first  fifty  yards  we  ran  neck  and 
neck,  then  I called  all  of  my  strength  into  play  and  darted 
ahead,  so  that  at  the  finish  I beat  Porter  by  about  five  feet. 
His  schoolmates  were  dumfounded  and  refused  to  believe 
that  he  had  run  his  best.  They  comforted  themselves  in  the 
belief  that  their  man  was  reserving  his  strength  and  would 
surely  beat  me  in  the  final  race.  I have  since  learned  by 


Three  Years  in  High  School  Athletics  13 

experience  that  if  you  can  beat  your  man  in  the  preliminary, 
you  can  do  it,  with  a few  exceptions,  in  the  final.  I managed 
to  beat  all  my  opponents  in  the  final  heat  in  10  2/5  seconds, 
took  first  place  in  the  broad  jump,  making  more  than  19 
feet,  won  the  220  hurdles  and  took  second  in  the  220  dash. 
The  track  being  muddy — rain  having  set  in  after  the  finish 
of  the  100  yard  dash — ^the  time  of  the  last  races  was  very 
slow.  Still,  we  were  glad  that  we  had  won  this  meet  against 
such  keen  competition.  The  rest  of  the  men  on  the  team  also 
won  points,  and  we  won  by  double  the  score  of  our  next 
closest  opponent. 

Our  next  meet  was  at  Lawrence,  Kan.,  and  Coach  Yeoman 
was  anxious  to  win  the  meet,  or  make. a good  showing. 
Lawrence  being  a college  town,  all  of  its  athletes  are  very 
enthusiastic  over  an  athletic  contest  of  any  kind.  This  was  a 
state  meet,  and  we  knew  that  some  of  the  best  athletes  in  the 
state  would  be  there.  Lawrence  had  won  the  interscolastic 
meet  ever  since  its  origin,  and  we  realize  that  it  would  be  a 
great  honor  to  our  school  and  city  if  we  could  make  a credit- 
able showing.  Our  ambition  did  not  soar  to  such  heights 
that  we  had  visions  of  winning  the  meet,  because  we  realized 
that  four  men  against  two  well-trained  track  teams  entered 
by  Lawrence,  were  going  to  have  all  that  they  could  do  to 
even  place  in  their  events.  All  the  visiting  athletes  were 
struggling  against  two  Lawrence  combinations,  quality  and 
quantity.  Their  coach  had  established  a reputation  for 
winning  either  by  real  ability  or  superior  generalship.  We 
arrived  at  Lawrence  the  evening  before  the  meet  and  were 
well  entertained  by  representatives  of  the  school.  The  next 
day  we  spent  the  forenoon  visiting  the  various  departments 
of  the  university.  However,  my  mind  was  busy  over  the 
coming  events.  The  coach  had  entered  us  in  this  manner : 
Butler,  100  and  220  yard  dashes,  broad  jump  and  220  hur- 
dles; Friesen,  440  yard  dash;  Darwin  Pattinson,  pole  vault 
and  Ralph  Pattinson,  high  jump. 

The  meet  was  to  be  called  at  1 :30  and  about  45  minutes 
before  the  time  the  spectators  began  to  arrive.  The  day  was 
ideal  and  the  sun  shone  warm  and  bright.  The  track  was 
in  fine  condition,  and  the  three  hundred  or  more  athletes 
on  the  field,  representing  the  colors  of  thirty-six  or  more 
schools,  made  a very  attractive  spectacle.  The  different  yells 
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from  the  loyal  rooters  of  these  institutions  caused  the  blood 
to  course  quicker  through  the  veins  of  many  a stalwart 
athlete  who  realized  that  he  was  not  running  for  himself 
alone,  but  for  the  honor  of  his  school,  the  people  of  his 
community,  and  his  home.  Presently  the  lively  music  of 
the  band  indicated  that  the  events  would  soon  be  started. 
Then  we  heard  the  call  of  the  starter  announcing  the  first 
event  and  the  class  of  the  various  schools  taking  part.  Ac- 
cording to  their  enrollment,  the  schools  were  placed  in  class 
A,  B or  C.  There  were  six  schools  in  the  first  class,  and 
they  were  all  represented  by  capable  athletes. 

We  went  out  on  the  track  to  limber  up,  and  as  I jogged 
up  and  down  I distinctly  heard  the  different  comments  of  the 
crowd. 

“Can  he  run?'’  “Where  is  he  from?”  “He  looks  more 
like  a farmer  than  a runner.” 

“Just  wait  until  he  bobs  along  side  of  little  Bill  Wright! 
Bill  will  make  him  look  like  a novice  !” 

“Last  call  for  the  fifty  yard  dash!”  announced  the  starter. 

There  were  six  of  us  in  the  race  and  it  was  to  be  run  off 
in  one  heat.  We  drew  numbers  for  the  choice  of  alleys,  and  I 
was  lucky  enough  to  draw  first  choice.  I took  the  third, 
thinking  it  would  give  me  the  best  advantage.  Wright,  the 
best  sprinter  of  Lawrence  High,  was  next  to  me  in  the  sec- 
ond alley.  I found  him  a game  little  fellow,  and  he  had  not 
been  beaten  by  a high  school  man.  All  of  the  college  boys 
were  confident  that  he  was  able  to  defeat  any  man  in  that 
part  of  the  country. 

“On  your  marks!”  cried  Grover,  one  of  the  best  starters 
in  the  west.  We  went  to  our  alleys,  ready  for  the  next 
order. 

“Get  set!” 

We  called  all  our  wits  and  nerve  into  play. 

“Crack!” 

We  were  off  like  shots.  I forged  ahead  and  breasted  the 
tape  the  winner  in  5 3/5  seconds,  in  one  of  the  fastest 
races  I have  ever  run.  You  can  imagine  the  consternation 
that  seized  the  Lawrence  rooters  when  it  became  evident 
that  I had  really  beaten  Wright.  They  found  consolation  in 
the  thought  that  the  fifty  yard  event  was  not  Wright's  race 
and  that  he  would  surely  “come  back”  in  the  100.  Five 
points  for  Hutchinson!  I realized  that  our  school  was  not 
going  to  pass  unrecognized.  I looked  over  to  the  place  where 
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they  were  pole  vaulting  and  saw  that  Pattinson  was  holding 
his  own.  “Little  Pat’s”  closest  competitor  was  Edwards,  of 
Jewell  City.  Both  were  making  a hard  fight  for  first  place. 
When  they  reached  10-6  it  was, “nip  and  tuck,”  and  the  in- 
terest in  the  contest  had  reached  fever  heat.  When  the 
judges  asked  how  far  they  should  raise  the  bar,  “Little  Pat” 
said,  “eleven  feet.”  The  crowd  looked  at  him  as  if  it  thought 
he  had  suddenly  gone  crazy.  Edwards  looked  around  with 
a confident  smile  on  his  face  and  said,  “I  don’t  care  how 
high  they  put  it.” 

Pat  started  down  the  path  with  the  pole  well  balanced, 
and  with  a mighty  leap  cleared  the  bar  two  or  three  inches. 
Edwards  made  three  unsuccessful  attempts  to  clear  the  bar, 
and  acknowledged  himself  beaten,  and  little  Pat  was  pro- 
claimed the  winner.  Five  points  more  for  Hutch!  When 
the  height  was  measured  and  sag  allowed  for,  it  was  found 
that  he  had  broken  the  state  record  by  four  and  a half  inches. 

While  I was  rejoicing  over  this  Victory  I was  called  to 
run  the  100  yard  dash.  I was  as  successful  in  that  as  in  the 
50,  making  it  in  10  1/5  seconds,  breaking  the  state  record  by 
a fifth  of  a second.  When  the  final  count  was  made  we  found 
that  we  had  won  second  place  in  the  meet,  taking  271/2  points 
to  Lawrence’s  39.  We  were  happy  to  know  that  we  had 
made  a name  for  our  school.  “Little  Pat”  and  I were  both 
awarded  loving  cups  for  breaking  records,  and  I was  also 
given  the  individual  cup  in  Class  A for  winning  the  highest 
number  of  points. 

On  the  following  Saturday  we  went  to  the  Arkansas  Val- 
ley Interscholastic  meet  at  Wichita.  On  account  of  a little 
misunderstanding  in  regard  to  a race  run  between  Whet- 
more,  Wichita’s  crack  sprinter,  and  myself.  Coach  Yeoman 
refused  to  continue  in  the  meet  and  we  withdrew,  after  I 
had  won  the  100  and  220  yard  dashes,  and  two  more  medals. 
This  meet  practically  finished  our  track  season  for  the  year 
1912,  and  we  were  satisfied  at  the  showing  we  had  made. 
We  had  added  many  cups  to  the  high  school  trophy  case  and 
were  proud  that  the  school  had  been  recognized  as  one  of 
the  first  rank  in  athletics  as  well  as  scholarship.  With  this 
feeling  we  began  our  vacation,  determined  to  preserve  our- 
selves to  the  best  of  our  ability  in  order  to  do  the  same  good 
work  when  school  should  start  in  the  fall.  We  lost  some 
good  football  and  track  men  by  graduation. 
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CHAPTER  TWO 


When  the  football  season  .of  1912  opened  we  were  weak- 
ened a great  deal  by  the  loss  of  some  of  our  star  players. 
McCandless,  Patten,  Prickett  and  Gleadall  were  among  those 
absent.  Mr.  Yeoman  started  to  coaCh  the  old  and  new  ma- 
terial into  a smooth  running  machine.  The  new. men  who 
made  the  team  were  Milfred  Hartman,  Bill  Hayes,  Chauncey 
Yeoman  and  John  Foster.  We  worked  hard  to  get  the  team 
up  to  the  proper  standard,  and  then  we  again  entered  the 
camp  of  the  Sterling  boys.  Bobby  Bacon  played  halfback 
and  George  Duckworth  quarter.  We  found  the  Sterling 
team  much  weaker  than  we  had  supposed,  and  instead  of  a 
football  game  it  was  a track  meet,  for  there  was  not  a player 
on  our  team  who  did  not  make  some  kind  of  a dash  across 
the  goal  line.  The  final  score  was  78  to  0.  We  next  met 
Stafford  on  our  home  field  and  played  them  to  a tie.  We 
should  have  won  the  game,  but  played  like  a bunch  of 
novices.  It  is  my  experience , in  athletics  that  no  matter 
how  well  trained  a team  is,  there  are  times  when  the  ma- 
.jority  of  the  players  don’t  play  their  usual  game.  I do  not 
know  what  accounts  for  this,  but  most  coaches  say  it  is 
due  to  a certain  mental  strain  which  spreads  over  the  whole 
team  and  makes  them  ‘‘sticks,”  as  far  as  head  work  is  con- 
cerned. In  the  second  game  of  the  season  we  were  defeated 
by  Wichita  by  a score  of  21  to  13.  She  won  this  game  by 
fighting  hard,  and  played  us  off  our  feet  in  the  second  half. 
Wichita  'has  always  been  noted  for  school  spirit  and  fighting 
spirit,  and  it  was  here  that  I first  realized  that  the  two  make 
a combination  that  is  hard  to  beat.  We  entered  the  game 
over-confident,  and  when  we  found  that  we  were  up  against 
a bunch  of  real  players  we  were  unable  to  overcome  their 
courage.  We  felt  very  bad  on  account  of  this  defeat,  be- 
cause it  was  the  first  game  we  had  lost  in  two  seasons.  A 
defeat  is  sometimes  good  for  a team,  since  it  takes  away 
that  feeling  of  overconfidence,  which  produces  a spirit  of 
indifference  to  training.  If  you  lose  fairly  you  should  have 
nothing  to  be  ashamed  of,  and  can  only  give  the  credit  to 
whom  it  is  due. 
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During  the  season  of  1912  we  defeated  Pratt,  Nickerson, 
Salina,  Wichita  (second  game)  and  Kingman.  The  hardest 
game  was  with  the  team  of  Pratt  high  school.  She  was 
represented  by  one  of  the  best  teams  in  the  state,  and  they 
averaged  in  weight  about  160  pounds,  while  our  average  was 
155.  On  the  day  of  the  game  the  Pratt  rooters  came  to 
Hutchinson  about  300  strong.  This  was  considered  a large 
crowd,  because  it  is  seldom  that  the  Kansas  people  will  fol- 
low a high  school  team  around.  The  day  was  ideal  for  foot- 
ball, being  neither  too  warm  or  too  cool,  and  every  one  was 
pleased  with  the  prospect  of  ideal  conditions.  This  game 
had  been  well  advertised  and  the  rivalry  between  the  two 
cities  was  at  fever  heat.  The  general  interest  in  the  contest 
and  the  ideal  weather  conditions  brought  out  a crowd  of 
over  two  thousand.  We  were  supported  by  a loyal  bunch 
of  rooters  and  the  city  band  turned  out  in  full  regalia  to  do 
honor  to  the  occasion.  The  Pratt  team  had  not  been  de- 
feated up  to  that  time  and  was  considered  to  be  invincible 
by  its  students  and  citizens.  At  2 o’clock  the  park  was 
crowded.  • The  sporting  element  of  both  cities  were  mingling 
together,  laying  wagers  on  the  outcome  of  the  game.  At 
2 :30  the  referee  blew  his  whistle  and  the  game  started  amid 
great  cheering  by  the  rooters  of  both  teams.  The  ball  was 
first  in  Pratt’s  territory  and  then  in  ours.  The  back  field 
men  of  both  teams  would  make  gains  of  a few  yards  and 
then  the  opposing  lines  would  hold  like  a stone  wall  for 
three  straight  downs.  This  was  before  the  four  down 
system  was  inaugurated.  This  was  kept  up  until  the  whistle 
blew  at  the  close  of  the  first  half.  Both  teams  went  to  their 
resting  places  and  the  rooting  among  the  spectators  in- 
creased. The  coach  came  over  to  us  and  began  to  talk  to 
us  as  only  a real  coach  can,  telling  us  our  weaknesses  and 
instilled  into  us  that  fighting  spirit  that  is  a real  necessity 
to  a football  team. 

When  the  second  half  started  we  determined  to  do  our 
best  to  uphold  the  honor  of  H.  H.  S.  The  first  quarter  of 
the  second  half  ended  with  a score  of  0 to  0.  The  last  quar-  , 
ter  began  with  both  teams  fighting  harder  than  ever,  but 
after  a few  downs  we  got  the  ball  in  Pratt’s  territory  on 
her  45  yard  line.  Our  heady  little  quarterback,  Duckworth, 
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was  doing  his  best  to  outgeneral  his  opponent.  On  the  third 
down  we  had  about  five  yards  to  go.  He  called  my  signal 
for  an  end  run.  The  ball  was  quickly  passed  to  me  and  I 
was  off  like  a flash.  I tried  to  circle  the  end,  but  I could 
see  that  he  was  going  to  get  me  unless  I changed  my  course. 
I saw  an  opening  directly  through  center.  I took  my  chance 
and  darted  through  the  hole.  I made  about  ten  yards,  but 
did  not  stop,  for  directly  in  front  of  me  I saw  one  of  the 
Pratt  men  ready  to  tackle  me.  I changed  my  course  and,  by 
a burst  of  speed,  made  ten  yards  more.  I realized  that  if  I 
could  keep  this  up  I could  reach  the  coveted  goal.  I dashed 
ahead  and  collided  with  one  of  the  largest  players  in  a 
head-on  collision.  He  fell  before  my  onslaught,  but  I still 
kept  my  feet. 

Look!  Directly  in  front  of  me  stood  the  goal  posts.  It 
seemed  to  be  only  a few  feet  away,  and  with  one  supreme 
effort  I cleared  the  remaining  space.  The  great  cheer  that 
went  up  from  the  grand-stand  and  the  congratulations  of 
my  team  mates  made  me  feel  that  I could  sacrifice  anything 
in  return  for  such  loyal  support.  We  missed  the  goal  and 
the  score  stood  6 to  0.  Pratt  came  back  and  after  a few 
minutes  succeeded  in  getting  a touchdown  and  kicking  goal. 
We  were  not  discouraged,  though  it  looked  as  if  we  had 
struggled  in  vain.  We  had  only  about  three  minutes  to  play. 
Bacon,  our  right  halfback,  succeeded  in  getting  away  and 
carried  the  ball  to  within  five  yards  of  PratPs  goal.  Our 
opponents  held  us  for  two  downs  like  a stone  wall,  and  on  the 
third  Duckworth  called  me  for  an  end  run.  I faked  a buck 
through  the  line,  then  circled  the  end  for  the  final  touch- 
down of  the  game.  We  kicked  goal  and  the  curtain  went 
down  on  one  of  the  hardest  games  that  I ever  played,  with 
the  score  standing  13  to  6 in  our  favor. 

We  finished  the  football  season  with  one  defeat  chalked 
up  against  us.  This  we  made  up  for  by  defeating  Wichita 
in  a second  game,  28  to  0.  At  the  close  of  the  football  season 
Coach  Yeoman  resigned  his  position,  and  we  were  all  cer- 
tainly sorry  to  see  him  leave.  He  had  worked  hard  with 
the  team  and  had  given  every  player  a good  idea  of  the 
principles  of  football. 

The  basketball  season  was  hardly  over  before  every  am- 
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bitious  athlete  in  the  school  was  working  out  on  the  track. 
In  a short  time  all  of  the  available  material  had  been  tried 
out  and  the  coach  decided  >on  the  following  men  worthy  of 
the  honor  of  representing  the  school : Friessen,  Ralph  Pat- 
tinson,  Darwin  Pattinson,  Bill  White,  Clarence  Phillips  and 
myself.  The  season  began  with  the  seventh  district  meet, 
held  at  Pratt.  We  were  up  against  some  of  the  best  men  in 
the  state,  with  35  schools  represented  by  200  athletes.  We 
won  the  school  cup  for  the  highest  number  of  points,  the 
championship  relay  cup,  while  I won  the  individual  cup  for 
taking  the  greatest  number  of  points. 

Our  next  meet  was  at  Lawrence,  where  we  met  the  same 
class  of  men  from  the  differeht  schools  that  we  had  competed 
against  the  previous  year.  My  old  opponent,  Wright,  of 
Lawrence,  had  been  training  during  the  year  for  the  avowed 
purpose  of  beating  me,  but  I breasted  the  tape  ahead  of 
him  in  every  event  in  which  we  were  entered.  I received 
the  surprise  of  my  life  in  the  50  yard  dash,  and  this  is  how 
it  happened:  Wright,  Hardy,  of  Kansas  City,  and  myself 
placed  in  the  preliminaries.  In  the  final  race  I took  the 
middle  alley,  with  Hardy  on  my  right  and  Wright  on  my 
left.  I was  watching  Wright,  because  I thought  him  the 
better  of  the  two.  At  the  crack  of  the  gun  we  started  for 
the  tape.  Ten  yards  from  the  finish  I saw  that  I had  Wright 
beaten  and  began  to  slow  up  a little.  Imagine  my  surprise, 
when  just  as  I was  about  five  yards  from  the  finish,  I saw 
Hardy  pass  me  as  if  I was  not  running  at  all.  I was  so 
shocked  that  I felt  as  if  I was  in  a dream.  The  crowd  was 
surprised  and  continued  to  shout  “Hardy  beat  Butler.”  I 
learned  a valuable  lesson  from  that  race  and  I decided  that 
I would  never  slack  up  in  a race  again  until  I was  two  yards 
across  the  finish.  I have  since  discovered  that  the  finish  is 
far  more  important  than  the  start.  Many  an  athlete  gets  off 
good,  but  falls  down  about  15  yards  from  the  tape  and  fails 
to  “produce  the  goods.” 

The  only  way  to  “produce  the  goods”  in  athletics  is  to 
lead  a clean,  moral  life  and  train  earnestly  the  year  around. 
I attribute  my  success  in  athletics  to  the  following  out  of 
these  two  ideas.  I have  heard  people  say  a number  of  times, 
“the  reason  he  is  a good  athlete  is  that  he  has  a strong 
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physique.’’  But  they  are  mistaken  in  their  ideas.  How 
many  strong  men  have  you  seen  who  could  not  stand  up 
under  a severe  strain,  who  could  not  pass  the  endurance 
test?  Endurance  is  the  life  of  an  athlete,  and  the  only  way 
you  can  have  it  is  to  live  a life  free  from  the  evils  that  de- 
stroy vitality  and  shipwreck  useful  lives. 

In  the  meet  at  Lawrence  I defeated  Hardy  in  the  100  yard 
dash  in  10  3/5  seconds.  I also  won  the  220,  the  220  hurdles, 
and  was  second  in  the  broad  jump,  giving  me  21  points. 
Our  school  took  second  place  again  and  we  gave  Lawrence 
a real  scare. 

We  won  the  A.  V.  I.  meet  at  Wichita  the  following  Satur- 
day and  I again  won  the  100,  220  yard  dashes,  220  hurdles, 
the  broad  jump,  and  came  second  in  the  shot-put.  The  last 
meet  of  the  season  was  at  Manhattan,  Kan.,  under  the 
auspices  of  the  State  Agricultural  college.  We  won  the 
meet  by  a large  score,  also  the  relay  in  fast  time.  “Little 
Pat”  won  the  pole  vault,  as  usual.  I won  the  individual  cup 
here,  and  although  the  Topeka  Daily  Capitol  advertised  that 
they  would  give  a cup  to  the  individual  point  winner,  I have 
yet  the  first  time  to  see  it.  That  paper  owes  me  the  cup 
and  I hope  that  I will  receive  it  at  some  future  date,  when 
the  promise  is  remembered.  In  addition  to  winning  firsts 
in  the  50,  100,  and  220  yard  dashes,  220  hurdles  and  shot- 
put,  I broke  every  previous  record  in  these  events  made  by 
high  school  athletes  at  this  school.  I also  won  second  in 
the  broad  jump  and  ran  in  the  relay.  This  closed  our  season, 
and  I can  truthfully  say  that  every  man  on  the  team  de- 
served praise  for  the  way  he  trained  for  his  respective 
events.  Although  some  were  better  than  others,  all  showed 
true  school  spirit,  true  grit,  and  possessed  a high  standard 
of  morality. 

The  people  of  the  world  are  the  same  in  every  clime  and 
state  in  some  respects.  When  they  see  a man  struggling 
hard  to  make  a success  in  life,  encouragement  and  sympathy 
are  extended  to  him.  Even  if  he  fails  to  make  as  good  a 
showing  as  a more  fortunate  individual,  they  say  to  them- 
selves, “Well,  I am  for  him  because  he  did  his  best.”  After 
a man  has  put  forth  every  effort  to  succeed  and  then  fails. 
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he  really  deserves  as  much  credit  as  the  one  who  is  more 
fortunate  than  himself. 

During  vacation  I always  keep  in  training,  as  I realize 
that  in  order  to  be  successful  an  athlete  must  take  the  best 
of  care  of  his  body  at  all  times.  I generally  play  baseball 
during  the  summer  months,  or  take  up  some  form  of  outdoor 
sport,  consequently  when  school  starts  in  the  fall  I am  in 
good  condition. 

Hutchinson  high  school  was  fortunate  enough  to  secure 
H.  N.  Roe,  of  Colorado  Springs,  Colo.,  for  director  of  ath- 
letics for  the  year  1913-14.  Mr.  Roe  had  a good  reputation 
as  a coach  in  Colorado,  and  we  began  our  work  under  him 
with  high  hopes.  We  had  some  good  football  material  to 
work  with  and  succeeded  in  turning  out  a team  that  won 
the  championship  of  Kansas.  We  met  the  strongest  teams 
in  the  state  and  won  all  our  games  but  one.  We  finished  the 
season  with  a great  gridiron  battle  at  Salina  for  the  state 
title  and  won  by  a score  of  34  to  12  before  a crowd  of  3,000 
people.  Several  teams  who  were  said  to  be  in  the  running 
for  championship  honors  refused  to  play  us  on  account  of 
there  being  two  colored  players  on  the  Hutchinson  team. 
About  this  time  it  seemed  that  a number  of  the  schools  had 
banded  together  and  adopted  resolutions  refusing  to  play 
against  colored  boys.  Pratt  and  Wichita  were  two  schools 
who  made  such  an  excuse  for  not  playing  us.  Hutchinson 
would  send  out  her  challenges  and  they  would  be  accepted, 
and  then  about  a week  before  the  game  they  would  tell  us 
that  they  had  “drawn  the  color  line.”  This  did  not  make  me 
feel  badly  on  my  own  account,  because  I have  been  subjected 
to  numerous  difficulties  of  this  nature  since  birth,  but  I felt 
that  Hutchinson  was  not  getting  a square  deal  in  the  matter. 
The  same  schools  that  were  making  these  objections  had 
been  represented  by  colored  players.  Taking  these  things 
into  consideration  I made  up  my  mind  that,  as  much  as  I 
hated  to  leave,  I would  do  better  to  enter  athletics  in  a differ- 
ent state,  where  I would  have  a better  chance  of  continuing 
my  work  without  such  an  abundance  of  objections  and  hard 
feelings.  I had  always  been  well  treated  by  the  student 
body  and  townspeople  of  Hutchinson,  and  it  was  with  deep 
regret  that  I finally  left  dear  old  Hutchinson  high  school 
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and  started  out  to  seek  athletic  success  and  my  high  school 
diploma  elsewhere. 

Our  football  team  that  fall  was  the  best  team  I ever  played 
on,  and  worked  as  a machine  during  the  whole  season.  This 
was  the  result  of  good  coaching,  proper  training,  and  real 
school  spirit.  We  began  to  use  the  open  style  of  play,  in 
shift  formations,  that  usually  dazed  our  opponents.  Our 
defense  was  the  most  wonderful  I have  ever  seen.  Team 
work  was  our  motto,  and  ^'every  man  in  every  play.”  We 
were  defeated  by  Marion  early  in  the  season,  when  several 
good  men  were  on  the  hospital  list,  but  came  back  strong 
and  piled  266  points  to  our  opponents  68.  The  following 
are  clippings  from  the  High  School  Buzz  in  regard  to  the 
players : 

“The  football  season  of  1913  was  one  of  splendid  vic- 
tories for  Hutchinson  high  school.  We  met  some  of  the 
strongest  teams  in  the  state  and  won  every  game  but 
one.  We  finished  the  season  with  a great  gridiron  bat- 
tle at  Salina,  when  we  defeated  the  champions  of  the 
northern  half  of  the  state,  34  to  12,  before  2,500  people. 
We  have  a better  claim  to  championship  honors  than 
any  team  in  Kansas;  Wichita,  Lawrence  and  Pratt  re- 
fusing to  accept  our  challenge.  Coach  Roe’s  men  worked 
as  a machine  during  most  of  the  season,  using  the  open 
style  of  play  in  shift  formations.  Our  defense  proved 
to  be  invincible  for  high  school  teams  and  we  met  the 
heavy  charging  of  the  United  States  soldiers  and  the 
dashing  track  play  of  the  Salina  team  with  equal  suc- 
cess. The  men  showed  proper  spirit  and  made  team 
work  their  motto. 

“Our  schedule  was  a poor  one  from  a financial  point 
of  view,  and  we  failed  to  make  a resource  fund  for 
track.  .We  did  pay  $60  left  over  from  the  year  before, 
however.  The  season  ticket  plan  should  have  been 
adopted,  which  would  have  insured  better  patronage. 
Next  year  we  have  been  promised  a Thanksgiving  day 
game  with  Salina  and  we  can  hope  Pratt  will  not  get 
‘cold  feet.’ 
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“Sol  Butler,  the  whirlwind  halfback  and  track  man 
of  Kansas,  was  the  sensation  of  the  gridiron  this  year. 
His  wonderful  playing  was  worth  going  miles  to  see. 
He  is  quick  as  a bullet  on  offense  and  a sure  tackier. 
He  is  ‘heady^  at  critical  times  and  never  knows  what  it 
is  to  give  up. 

“Captain  English  was  the  main  spring  of  a well  bal- 
anced team.  He  made  a good  captain,  was  a hard 
fighter,  and  played  his  position  with  credit  at  all  times. 
Yeoman,  captain-elect  for  next  year,  was  one  of  the 
most  valuable  men  on  the  team.  He  is  cool,  shifty,  a 
sure  tackier,  and  can  gain  ground  with  the  ball  when 
called  upon.  Duckworth, . who  played  his  last  year  at 
quarter  and  half,  was  easily  the  best  man  'at  his  job’ 
in  Kansas.  He  hit  the  line  like  a veteran  and  never 
lacked  the  ‘pep’  needed  to  run  the  team.  Phillips, 
Foster  and  Smith  never  failed  to  out-play  their  men,  and 
their  equals  would  be  hard  to  find  in  any  high  school. 
Ellsworth,  Woodson  and  Rexroad  finished  the  season 
playing  a strong  game.  Clinton,  Nichols,  Wyman  and 
J.  Armstrong,  all  playing  their  positions  well.  Johnny, 
at  quarter,  was  the  sensation  of  many  of  our  games. 
Knieper  made  his  letter  by  gritty  playing.  He  knows 
the  game,  and  should  play  a smashing  half  next  year.” 

Oct.  4 Hutchinson  44  vs.  St.  John. 20 

Oct.  17 Hutchinson  19  vs.  Marion 34 

Oct.  25 Hutchinson  41  vs.  Stafford 0 

Nov.  1 Hutchinson  27  vs.  Ft.  Riley 6 

Nov.  7 Hutchinson  55  vs.  Emporia 10 

Nov.  22 Hutchinson  46  vs.  Nickerson.  ...  6 

Nov.  27 Hutchinson  34  vs.  Salina 12 

Hutchinson 266  Opponents.  . . .88 

Coach  Roe  was  a great  favorite  among  the  boys  and  girls 
of  all  the  schools  of  the  city,  and  all  of  us  wanted  to  win 
for  him  as  well  as  for  the  school.  I have  met  many  men 
and  I have  dealt  with  many,  but  I have  never  met  one  like 
Coach  Roe.  He  is  a man  of  sterling  character,  high  moral 
ideas  and  is  very  broad  minded.  He  never  does  any  little 
mean  tricks  that  some  coaches  do,  and,  in  fact,  most  of  us 
are  subject  to  doing.  I think  he  would  have  made  a good 
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preacher  if  he  had  not  been  a coach.  Yet  with  all  his  other 
qualities  he  stands  high  as  a coach  and  knows  every  angle 
of  the  athletic  game.  He  is  able  and  willing  to  help  and 
instruct  all  those  who  will  listen  to  him,  and  I have  steadily 
improved  by  listening  to  his  coaching.  It  is  due  to  him 
that  I have  acquired  many  good  points  that  have  enabled 
me  to  make  good  in  big  contests  and  fast  meets. 

After  the  football  season,  the  basketball  team  very  credit- 
ably represented  us  in  that  line  of  sport.  Early  in  the 
spring  the  coach  received  a letter  from  Mr.  Omer,  of  North- 
western University,  inviting  him  to  send  representatives  to 
the  indoor  track  meet,  March  26  and  27,  at  Evanston,  111. 
After  a lot  of  work  on  the  part  of  Coach  Roe  and  Principal 
S.  L.  Palmer,  it  was  planned  that  I should  go,  on  account 
of  my  being  considered  the  best  athlete  to  represent  the 
school.  The  coach  being  extremely  busy  at  that  time,  could 
not  go  with  me  and  I was  accompanied  by  my  brother  Ben, 
who  is  at  all  times  my  constant  companion.  When  I left 
for  Chicago  very  few  people  thought  that  I stood  any  chance 
to  win  anything  at  Northwestern,  and  I felt  that  my  real 
chance  in  athletics  was  coming. 

We  arrived  in  Chicago  the  day  before  the  meet  and  pro- 
ceeded to  Evanston,  where  we  met  Lewis  Omer,  athletic 
director  of  the  university.  He  showed  us  over  the  Patten 
gym.,  and  I was  greatly  impressed  with  the  size  and  won- 
derfulness of  the  structure.  We  were  entertained  at  the 
home  of  A.  L.  - Jones,  one  of  the  wealthiest  and  most  in- 
fluential colored  citizens  of  Evanston.  I felt  the  responsi- 
bility that  rested  on  me  and  I knew  that  my  people  and 
friends  at  home  were  anxiously  waiting  to  know  if  I had 
placed  in  any  of  the  events,  even  if  I did  not  win.  I felt 
determined  to  hold  up  the  prestige  of  Hutchinson  high 
school,  and  Coach  Roe.  I shall  long  remember  the  scene  in 
the  Patten  gym.  the  night  of  March  27.  There  was  great 
excitement  and  bustle  among  the  athletes  from  35  schools, 
but  I felt  that  if  ever  in  my  life  I was  to  be  cool  headed  now 
was  the  time.  The  first  race  that  was  called  was  the  60  yard 
dash.  I won  my  heat  in  6 3/5  seconds,  which  was  as  good 
as  any  of  my  opponents  had  done  in  the  preliminaries.  The 
winning  of  this  race  placed  me  in  good  standing  with  all 
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of  the  college  students,  who  cheered  and  encouraged  me  to 
do  my  best.  I next  placed  in  the  60  yard  high  hurdles ; my 
time  being  8 1/5  seconds,  which  equalled  the  conference 
record.  I next  placed  in  the  broad  jump,  shot-put,  and  440, 
which  more  or  less  astonished  the  crowd  and  gave  me  the 
good  will  of  every  one,  and  a lot  of  write-ups  in  the  Chicago 
papers.  The  night  of  the  28th  was  the  real  night,  for  only 
those  who  had  qualified  the  night  before  were  eligible  to 
take  part. 

My  first  trial  in  the  competition  of  semi-national  athletics 
was  in  every  way  successful.  I won  the  final  in  the  60  yard 
dash  in  6 2/5  seconds,  equalling  the  world’s  record.  In  the 
60  yard  high  hurdles  I also  equalled  the  world’s  record,  but 
was  disqualified  for  knocking  down  more  than  two  hurdles. 

1 was  successful  enough  to  win  first  in  the  broad  jump  with 
a leap  of  20  feet  4 inches.  I was  beaten  in  the  shot-put  and 
440.  Nevertheless,  I was  perfectly  satisfied  with  the  out- 
come. I took  fourth  place  for  my  school  and  won  the  in- 
dividual honors.  I found  the  oflficials,  students  and  authori- 
ties at  Northwestern  the  most  considerate  I have  ever  met. 
Mr.  Omer  made  our  stay  in  Evanston  very  enjoyable,  and  I 
can  assure  all  that  a visiting  athlete  will  be  given  the  best 
of  treatment  and  every  courtesy  at  his  hands.  He  and  Mr. 
Roe  are  good  friends,  and  I hope  that  it  will  be  my  privilege 
to  compete  at  another  Northwestern  meet. 

Upon  my  return  home  the  people  welcomed  me  as  the 
upholder  of  the  athletic  reputation  of  the  school  and  town, 
and  we  were  treated  in  real  championship  fashion.  The 
meet  gave  me  the  first  insight  into  the  tricks  and  diplomacy 
of  the  eastern  athlete,  and  I learned  more  of  the  tricks  of 
the  running  game  than  I ever  dreamed  of.  I continued  to 
train  and  the  opening  of  our  outdoor  track  season  found 
me  in  the  best  of  condition. 

In  the  Seventh  District  meet,  held  at  Pratt,  Kan.,  April 
26,  I ran  the  100  yard  dash  in  9 4/5  seconds.  Three  of  the 
six  watches  held  gave  me  9 3/5.  I won  the  50  in  5 2/5 
seconds,  equalling  the  world’s  record ; the  220,  220  hurdles, 
the  broad  jump,  and  the  shot-put,  with  a mark  of  46  feet 

2 inches. 


28  Three  Years  in  High  School  Athletics 

Our  school  won  the  meet  in  easy  fashion  and  I won  the 
individual  cup,  capturing  six  first  places. 

When  the  meet  under  the  auspices  of  the  University  of 
Kansas  was  held,  the  following  week,  at  Lawrence,  our  men 
were  in.  the  best  condition  for  a hard  contest.  Lawrence 
high  school  had  taken  great  pride  in  her  track  team  and 
had  won  this  state  meet  for  eleven  consecutive  years.  It 
was  our  ambition  to  break  this  winning  streak,  and  when 
the  day  of  the  meet  came  we  felt  that  we  had  a good  chance. 
The  day  was  cold  and  the  rain  fell  in  torrents.  I knew  that 
the  track  would  be  a sea  of  mud,  destroying  any  hopes  I 
might  have  of  lowering  my  records  of  the  year  before.  Our 
school  piled  up  the  points  as  fast  as  the  events  were  run; 
Pattinson,  Bates,  Freese  and  Booher  winning  in  the  face 
of  fast  competition.  With  our  five  men  we  were  fighting 
against  22  representing  Lawrence,  and  fast  bunches  from 
all  parts  of  the  state.  I felt  cold  and  stiff  from  the  rain,  but 
the  coach  and  the  rest  of  us  were  fighting  for  points,  and 
even  a third  place  could  not  be  overlooked.  I won  the  50, 
100,  220,  220  hurdles,  broad  jump  and  shot-put;  Pattinson 
won  the  pole  vault  and  all  of  the  men  seconds  and  thirds. 
When  the  final  count  was  made,  just  before  the  relay,  it  was 
found  that  we  needed  to  win  at  least  second  place  in  the 
relay  to  take  the  meet.  Pattinson,  Booher,  Freese  and  Bates 
• easily  accomplished  this,  and  we  went  home  with  the  trophy 
cup  and  the  individual  cup,  feeling  that  all  of  our  hard  train- 
ing and  work  was  well  worth  while.  The  meet  gave  us  the 
track  championship  of  the  state  of  Kansas. 

One  of  the  fastest  meets  in  which  I ever  ran  was  that  at 
Wichita,  under  the  auspices  of  Fairmount  college.  We  won 
the  meet  in  easy  style  in  Class  A,  there  being  250  athletes, 
from  35  schools.  All  of  our  men  won  points  and  we  took 
at  least  one  place  in  every  event,  showing  the  versatility  of 
our  men.  Pattinson  won  the  pole  vault,  Freese  was  second 
in  the  javelin,  Donnell  second  in  the  mile.  Bates  third  in  the 
quarter,  and  Booher  second  in  the  half.  I had  little  difficulty 
in  getting  five  firsts  and  the  individual.  We  were  treated 
royally  by  Fairmount  college  and  were  glad  we  had  voted 
to  go  to  this  meet  instead  of  the  one  at  Manhattan.  I might 
state  that  it  was  through  the  generosity  of  Coach  Roe  that 
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Hutchinson  High  School  Track  Team,  1914 

we  were  enabled  to  enter  this  meet,  and  also  the  one  at  Law- 
rence. This  concluding  our  track  schedule,  we  thought  of 
breaking  training  when  Coach  Roe  told  us  that  he  was  going 
to  try  to  take  us  to  Stagg’s  great  meet  in  Chicago  in  June. 
It  seemed  too  good  to  be  true,  but  we  kept  at  work,  feeling 
that  “even  that  was  possible.” 

In  recognition  of  the  work  of  our  team,  the  Hutchinson 
business  men  and  the  Class  of  1914  contributed  most  of  the 
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money  which  enabled  us  to  take  the  trip  to  Chicago,  where 
Hutchinson  won  second  place  in  Stagg’s  big  meet,  June  13. 
A committee  composed  of  Coach  Roe,  Earnest  Friezen  and 
Norval  Sifers  worked  hard  to  make  this  trip  possible. 
Thanks  to  the  generosity  of  Lewis  Omer,  of  Evanston,  we 
spent  five  days  in  the  lake  country  before  the  day  of  the  meet 
and  had  every  chance  to  be  in  good  form.  We  trained  on 
Northwestern  field  and  felt  that  we  were  acclimated.  When 
the  long  anticipated  day  arrived,  it  began  to  rain  and  we 
knew  that  we  would  have  to  fight  on  another  heavy  track. 
We  were  neither  daunted  by  the  weather  or  the  stories  of 
“dark  horses.’'  There  were  500  athletes,  representing  99 
schools,  at  the  meet.  They  came  from  nearly  every  state  in 
the  union,  and,  from  the  talk,  “they  were  all  ten  second  men.” 
I realized  that  I would  have  to  go  up  against  men  who  had 
been  in  fast  competition  for  several  years,  but  I believed 
that  I would  be  able  to  give  a good  account  of  myself.  The 
preliminaries  were  run  off  in  record  time,  and  many  a good 
man  lost  out  through  luck,  the  inability  to  pick  an  opening, 
or  through  getting  boxed.  As  the  meet  progressed  the  boys 
of  our  team  ran  well,  but,  like  most  of  the  visitors,  most  of 
them  failed  to  place.  Pattinson  tied  for  sixth  place  in  the 
pole  vault,  and  Whittaker,  the  plucky  little  runner  from 
Nickerson,  won  a fourth  in  the  quarter. 

When  the  finals  in  the  100  were  finally  called  I found  that 
I would  have  to  run  against  Carter,  the  crack  sprinter  of 
Chicago  University  high  school.  He  had  a record  of  ten 
fiat  and  was  certainly  a splendid  sprinter.  Although  there 
were  other  good  men  in  the  race,  everyone  was  watching  us 
because  we  had  made  the  best  time  in  the  preliminaries.  We 
toed  the  line  in  the  face  of  a slight  wind  and  chilling  rain. 
After  several  false  starts  we  were  off  with  all  the  power 
we  had,  in  really  the  race  of  the  day.  We  ran  even  until 
about  the  last  25  yards,  when  I left  him  by  a final  burst  of 
speed  and  crossed  the  tape  three  feet  ahead.  The  time  was 
10  fiat,  which,  considering  the  condition  of  the  track,  was 
more  than  I had  hoped  for. 

In  the  final  of  the  220  yard  dash  Carter  evened  up  with  me 
by  beating  me  by  about  the  same  distance,  in  a hard  race.  I 
placed  in  the  220  hurdles,  but  when  the  time  came  to  run  the 
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finals  I was  suffering  severely  from  chills  and  cramps,  caused 
by  the  chilling  ran  and  severe  exertion.  I easily  won  the 
broad  jump  with  a leap  of  21  feet  and  IIV2  inches,  taken  off 
in  the  mud.  I was  a foot  and  ten  inches  ahead  of  the  nearest 
man  in  this  event.  I was  very  well  satisfied  with  having  won 
four  cups — ^the  first  in  the  100,  second  in  the  220,  first  in 
the  broad  jump,  and  the  magnificent  individual  cup.  The 
greatest  honor  was  in  having  Hutchinson  in  second  place  out 
of  99  schools.  It  seemed  that  all  my  years  of  training  were 
not  in  vain. 

Following  the  meet  all  of  the  visiting  athletes  were  enter- 
tained by  the  students  of  Chicago  university  in  the  common 
rooms  on  the  campus.  In  the  evening  the  cups  were  pre- 
sented by  Coach  Stagg  and  the  officials  in  charge  of  the 
meet.  I was  honored  by  being  called  to  the  platform  to  say 
a few  words  in  behalf  of  our  team  and  the  school. 

There  were  cups  given  for  the  first  five  places,  all  just 
alike  except  in  size,  the  first  place  trophies  being  the  largest. 
Being  anxious  to  get  in  touch  with  athletics  near  Chicago,  I 
decided  to  stay  in  Evanston  for  the  summer  with  Coach 
Roe,  who  was  planning  to  be  with  John  R.  Richards,  superin- 
tendent of  sports  and  playgrounds  in  the  parks  of  South 
Chicago.  During  the  time  I spent  in  Evanston  I had  a 
chance  to  see  the  crack  runners  of  the  country  in  action, 
many  of  them  taking  part  in  the  meets  given  by  several  of 
the  athletic  clubs.  A good  number  of  my  friends  wanted  me 
to  run  in  these  meets,  and  I finally  decided  to  enter  the 
Chicago  Athletic  club  meet  at  Grant  Park  in  August.  It 
was  here  that  I ran  against  Joe  Loomis,  one  of  the  best  men 
in  the  country  and  winner  of  the  100  yard  event  in  the 
National  A.  A.  U.  at  Baltimore  last  year.  Loomis  and  I both 
won  our  heats  in  the  preliminaries,  and  when  it  came  to  the 
finals  in  the  120  yard  dash,  the  interest  was  great.  I had 
never  run  this  race  and  wasn’t  just  sure  of  the  pace  I had 
to  set,  but  resolved  to  do  my  best.  The  judges  decided 
finally  that  Loomis  had  won  first  place  by  a few  inches.  I 
hope  to  meet  Loomis  again  at  some,  future  date.  On  account 
of  the  decision  being  very  unsatisfactory  to  a good  many 
people  who  claimed  that  I had  won,  both  on  account  of  the 
photo  taken  of  the  finish  and  the  disagreement  of  the  judges. 
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I challenged  Loomis  to  another  race,  but  up  to  the  present 
time  we  have  had  no  chance  to  meet  agaih.  Still,  I have 
nothing  but  praise  for  “Shorty,”  for  he  is  fair  and  square, 
and  a magnificent  runner. 

When  I began  to  see  the  exceptional  chances  for  an  athlete 
in  Illinois  I decided  that  I would  attend  school  somewhere 
in  the  state  the  following  year.  About  this  time  my  coach, 
Mr.  H.  N.  Roe,  accepted  a position  as  director  of  athletics 
in  the  schools  of  Rock  Island.  I soon  afterward  asked  my 
coach  if  he  would  care  if  I wrote  to  the  superintendent  there 
to  see  if  there  was  a good  chance  for  me  to  help  pay  my  way, 
and  if  my  brother  Ben  would  have  a chance.  Both  Mr.  Roe 
and  Mr.  Fisher  were  agreeable  to  the  plan.  I was  anxious 
to  continue  my  work  under  Coach  Roe,  as  he  had  developed 
me  and  gave  me  a chance  to  compete  in  higher  athletics.  A 
good  many  people  wonder  why  I came  to  Rock  Island  to  at- 
tend school.  It  was  simply  a case  of  deep  gratitude  and 
friendship  I feel  for  Mr.  Roe  and  the  desire  to  stay  with  him, 
together  with  my  plan  for  running  in  the  bigger  meets  in 
the  middle  west.  I could  have  gone  to  many  other  schools 
and,  perhaps,  have  gotten  along  better,  but  I picked  Rock 
Island  for  the  reasons  I have  mentioned. 

Rock  Island  is  a real  live  town  and  supports  all  kinds  of 
athletics.  Still  for  several  years  championship  teams  had 
not  been  developed.  At  the  beginning  of  the  football  season 
Coach  Roe  started  out  to  produce  a winning  football  team. 
To  say  the  least,  it  was  a slow  and  tough  proposition.  The 
boys  of  the  high  school,  up  to  this  year,  have  not  had  the 
advantage  of  playing  grade  football,  consequently  all  the 
knowledge  of  the  game  that  they  get  has  to  begin  with  their 
high  school  course.  In  Kansas  the  boys  play  football  in  the 
sixth  grade,  and  when  they  are  candidates  for  a real  team 
they  know  a lot  about  the  game.  Inexperience  was  the  great 
enemy  of  our  work  last  season  and  a lot  of  men  had  to  be 
developed.  All  of  the  thirty  men  who  stayed  out  for  the 
greater  part  of  the  season  were  hard  workers  and  every  one 
did  his  best.  That  some  were  better  than  others  was  due  to 
previous  experience  rather  than  to  natural  superiority. 
Some  of  the  men  just  began  to  train  when  the  season  started, 
when  it  should  be  the  policy  of  every  athlete  who  expects  to 
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endure  a season  of  football  to  start  the  middle  of  the  sum- 
mer. Still  when  we  met  the  Alumni  in  the  first  game  of  the 
season  we  handed  them  a defeat  by  one  touchdown,  in  a hard 
fought  game.  The  second  game  was  with  Aledo,  a team 
which  proved  easy.  We  ran  up  a score  of  76  to  0 in  a game 
that  proved  to  be  more  of  a farce  than  a real  contest. 

Our  team  developed  slowly,  though  Coach  Roe  and  Captain 
Hinckley  worked  hard  with  the  men.  A number  of  players 
who  had  been  out  of  school  for  a year  came  back  to  help 
make  the  season  a success.  The  town  became  interested  in 
the  team  and  there  was  said  to  be  more  spirit  than  had  been 
shown  in  the  city  for  several  years.  We  went  along  very 
well  until  we  met  Rockford — dear  old  Rockford — they  treat- 
ed us  so  nicely  and  beat  us  so  fairly  that  I recall  the  game 
with  a feeling  half  of  fond  recollection  and  sad  remembrance. 
We  went  to  Rockford  in  the  highest  of  spirits,  and,  honestly, 
when  the  game  started  we  felt  pretty  good.  We  held  them 
for  about  five  minutes,  or  just  so  long  as  we  worked  as  a 
team.  Then  something  seemed  to  go  wrong  and,  although 
the  boys  fought  bravely,  we  were  doomed  to  defeat.  The 
‘team  work  that  we  had  been  working  hard  to  develop  was 
not  there,  and  from  that  moment  our  work  spelled  defeat 
for  us.  A machine  can  not  go  smoothly  when  the  main  cog 
is  missing,  and  we  were  “short  a cog”  at  Rockford.  Every 
man  on  the  team  played  his  best,  but  playing  your  best  does 
not  produce  results  as  well  as  playing  together. 

After  the  game  the  “I-Told-You-So”  bunch  got  together 
and  held  meetings  in  the  different  pool  halls  of  the  city. 
They  blamed  our  defeat  to  first  one  player  and  then  another ; 
but  one  prophet,  more  wise  than  the  rest,  described  it  when 
he  said,  “the  reason  Rock  Island  lost  was  because  Rockford 
had  a red  coat  band  which  continued  to  play  ‘Nearer  My 
God  to  Thee,’  and  this  made  the  home  team  invincible.”  I 
listened  to  the  arguments  and,  solemn  as  I am,  I was  forced 
to  laugh  now  and  then.  Another  member  of  the  I-T-Y-S 
said  that  he  used  to  live  in  Rockford,  and  while  he  was 
talking  he  became  so  excited  that  his  emotion  became  con- 
tagious and  he  finally  told  this  story : 

“Every  member  of  the  Rockford  team  attends  Sunday 
school  regularly,  and  some  even  sing  in  the  choir.” 
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At  the  conclusion  of  this  statement  I realized  that  like 
Postum,  “There’s  a Reason.”  Yes,  they  played  like  Christ- 
ians and  their  endurance  was  superb.  Perhaps  Zeus,  the 
God  of  strength  and  valor  of  a clean  heart  and  person,  had 
become  offended  at  the  conduct  of  some  of  our  players  and 
had  taken  vengeance  upon  us  in  the  form  of  a defeat  at  the 
hands  of  those  more  in  his  favor. 

In  my  few  years  of  travel  I have  learned  to  weigh  the  con- 
versation of  people  on  any  subject,  and  if  there  is  in  the 
crowd  anyone  who  seems  not  to  have  the  proper  endowment 
of  grey  matter,  you  can  depend  upon  him  to  always  stumble 
upon  the  central  thought.  Thus  it  was  my  observation  in 
the  case  of  the  I-T-Y-S  congregation.  It  is  an  evident 
fact  that  clean  living  produces  strength,  valor  and  manhood, 
while  clean  minds  and  morals  are  the  parents  of  high  ideals, 
unselfishness,  modesty  and  fair-mindedness.  Enough  of  this 
for  I must  go  on  with  the  story. 

The  next  football  game  was  in  the  nature  of  a track  meet, 
with  a little  more  excitement  than  that  of  the  Aledo  game. 
Ottawa  took  the  goose  egg  of  a 53  to  0 score.  The  substi- 
tutes all  had  a good  chance  to  distinguish  themselves.  In  the 
Monmouth  game,  which  followed,  we  nearly  ran  ourselves 
to  death  chasing  up  and  down  the  field.  The  score  was  73 
to  0,  and  the  strenuous  work  of  the  weeks  following  the 
Rockford  game  was  surely  evident  in  the  playing  of  the  men. 
Our  loyal  crowd  of  supporters,  both  in  the  school  and  the 
town,  came  out  to  see  us  practice,  and  many  said  that  it  was 
more  interesting  than  this  game.  If  all  football  contests 
were  like  the  game  with  Monmouth  the  Athletic  Association 
would  have  to  give  a premium  with  every  ticket  to  draw  a 
crowd.  Too  many  easy  games  tend  to  give  a team  over- 
confidence,  and  I have  always  thought  that  it  was  better  to 
lose  a close  game  fairly  than  to  defeat  a far  weaker  team  by 
a very  large  score.  The  next  game  was  at  Princeton,  where 
we  enjoyed  the  freedom  and  excitement  usually  found  in  a 
little,  strictly  temperance,  town.  The  Princeton  team  was  a 
lighter  bunch  than  ourselves,  but  certainly  speedy.  They 
uncorked  a little  surprise  for  us  during  the  first  five  minutes 
of  play.  They  were  ardent  exponents  of  the  Minnesota 
shift,  with  lots  of  trick  play,  and  they  completely  bewildered 
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our  boys  for  a while.  They  used  this  shift  to  perfection 
and  continued  to  make  gains  of  10  and  15  yards  every  down 
until  they  had  carried  the  ball  over  for  a touchdown.  They 
kicked  goal  and  the  score  stood  7 to  0 at  the  start  of  the 
game.  On  the  next  kick  off  I got  the  ball  on  our  15  yard 
line  and  ran  the  length  of  the  field  for  a touchdown  and 
Gleason  kicked  goal.  By  this  time  our  boys  had  solved  the 
secret  of  the  shift,  and  from  that  time  on  Princeton  was  at 
our  mercy.  The  final  score  was  27  to  7.  In  order  that  some 
of  the  readers  will  understand  the  nature  of  the  next  game, 
I will  say  that  Rock  Island  is  located  in  the  northwest  por- 
tion of  Illinois,  with  Moline  adjoining  its  corporate  limits 
and  Davenport,  Iowa,  directly  across  the  Mississippi  river. 
These  cities  are  known  as  the  Tri-Cities  and  are  friendly 
rivals  in  business  and  athletics.  The  rivalry  among  the 
several  schools  is  intense  and  all  are  ever  struggling  for 
supremacy. 

All  season  long  we  had  looked  forward  to  the  game  with 
Davenport.  Although  not  in  the  state,  we  wanted  to  do 
our  best  and  win  if  nur  light  team  and  limited  experience 
would  allow  it.  Here  lies  a sad  story,  and  even  as  I write 
the  date,  Nov.  11,  it  seems  that  it  will  always  be  a rather 
sad  day  with  me.  Davenport  is  noted  for  being  a German 
center,  while  Moline  has  a large  Swedish  population,  and 
Rock  Island  is  largely  cosmopolitan.  When  we  crossed  the 
Mississippi  and  invaded  the  territory  of  the  Germans  to  do 
battle  on  the  football  field  our  warriors  were  valiant  and 
full  of  confidence,  and  the  non-combatants  were  many  and 
noisy.  Davenport’s  soldiers  were  heavy  men,  outweigh- 
ing us  at  least  ten  pounds  to  the  man.  Besides  they  had 
plenty  of  speed  in  Kelly  and  Tomson.  When  it  came  to 
weight,  “Fat”  Thompson  at  center  was  a human  dread- 
naught  of  two  hundred  pounds  displacement.  Shuler  was  a 
good  combination  of  weight,  strength  and  aggressiveness. 
Our  team  had  fighting  spirit,  was  well  trained  and  well 
coached,  but  had  not  enough  endurance  to  stand  against 
the  heavier  opponents.  When  the  game  started  the  Germans 
tried  to  outfiank  us,  but  our  speed  cut  short  this  hope  of 
attack.  General  Kelly  then  resorted  to  his  heavy  artillery, 
Tomson  and  Shuler.  By  recklessly  bombarding  our  center 
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they  drove  us  straight  before  them  and  crossed  the  goal  for 
a touchdown  after  several  minutes  of  play.  Our  fighting 
blood  was  up,  just  like  the  blood  of  the  European  allies  at 
the  present  time.  We  fought  hard,  but  what  could  we  do 
against  the  heavy  odds.  When  we  again  kicked  off  the  Ger- 
mans made  another  “march  of  triumph.”  We  contested 
every  inch  of  ground,  but  all  to  no  avail.  Finally,  when 
within  our  closer  defenses,  one  of  the  enemy’s  shots  failed 
to  explode  and  the  ball  was  fumbled.  One  of  our  men  fell 
on  the  ball  and  we  were  safe  for  the  time.  I was  playing 
quarterback  and  I did  some  hard  thinking  to  decide  where 
to  make  the  advance.  When  the  center  covered  the  ball  we 
were  so  close  to  the  goal  that  our  back  field  was  across  the 
goal  line.  I called  punt  formation,  but  I saw  my  wall  of 
defense  ready  to  crumble  and  perhaps  allow  the  enemy  to 
down  me  before  I could  punt.  I decided  to  take  my  chance 
on  a long  end  run.  I knew  that  if  I could  get  across  the 
line  of  scrimmage  I could  hold  my  own  with  the  speed  of  the 
Davenporters.  The  ball  was  quickly  passed  into  my  hands 
and  I started  at  moderate  speed  to  get  past  the  forwards 
around  left  end.  As  I crossed  the  line,  dodging  this  way  and 
that,  I resolved  never  to  stop  until  I had  made  a touchdown, 
if  it  was  in  me  to  do  it.  I saw  Kelly  coming  toward  me  run- 
ning low,  and  I knew  he  was  a sure  tackier.  I increased  my 
speed  to  the  utmost,  and  just  as  he  dove  for  my  legs  I 
swerved  a little  and  he  missed  me  by  a few  inches.  On  my 
left  I saw  Tomson  heading  for  me,  but  I thought  that  I 
could  outrun  him,  which  I succeeded  in  doing.  I crossed  the 
goal  line  and  Gleason  kicked  goal.  The  Rock  Island  grand- 
stand went  wild,  and  I have  never  heard  such  enthusiasm 
at  a high  school  game. 

There  are  times  when  a certain  mental  strain  seems  to 
affect  a team,  keeping  the  men  from  doing  the  right  thing 
at  the  right  time.  When  we  received  the  ball  on  the  kick-off 
we  were  not  the  same  team  that  had  fought  so  hard  a short 
time  before.  Nevertheless,  we  put  up  a stiff  fight  and  the 
boys  deserve  a whole  lot  of  credit  for  the  way  they  worked. 
Cliff  Whisler,  Joel  Nichols,  Ray  Crisswell  and  Bob  Ackley 
played  wonderfully  well  that  game.  Some  of  the  I-T-Y-S 
crowd  said  we  might  have  won  the  game,  but  I know  that 
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every  man  fought  hard  for  the  honor  of  the  school  and  the 
town. 

When  a team  can  “come  back”  and  win  after  a dishearten- 
ing defeat,  it  is  the  test  of  the  men  and  of  the  coach.  It 
can  be  truthfully  said  that  there  was  not  a mistake  made  in 
the  Davenport  game  that  we  did  not  profit  by  when  we  met 
Moline  in  the  fastest  game  of  the  season  the  following  Satur- 
day. Before  a great  crowd  of  4,000  people  we  played  won- 
derful football.  Certain  shifts  in  our  lineup  had  greatly 
strengthened  the  team,  and  we  easily  won  the  most  coveted 
game  of  the  football  year.  Coach  Roe  put  me  at  end,  with 
Nichols  beside  me.  Together  we  kept  the  Swedes  guessing 
as  to  whether  it  was  going  to  be  a forward  pass  or  a line 
buck.  Bob  Ackley,  Whisler  and  Gaetjer  in  turn  took  the 
ball  across  tackle  for  good  gains  and  our  line  held  like 
a wall.  Little  “Toughy”  Johnson,  at  quarter,  ran  the  team 
like  a veteran,  and  finally,  when  “Fighting  Bill”  Gleason  took 
Bob’s  place,  we  ripped  Moline’s  forwards  to  pieces  and 
crossed  our  opponent’s  goal  line  for  the  first  touchdown  in 
three  years.  The  crowd  was  in  ecstacy,  and  Gleason,  who 
carried  the  ball  across  and  also  kicked  goal,  was  the  happiest 
man  in  the  country.  Every  man  worked  hard.  Looby  at  end, 
Culley  at  center,  and  in  fact  every  man  on  the  team.  MorHs, 
one  of  the  hardest  working  players  I ever  knew,  was  put 
in  the  game  and  quickly  made  another  touchdown,  which 
failed  to  count.  I dived  over  the  line  for  a second  touch- 
down near  the  close  of  the  second  half.  As  I walked  off  the 
field  I realized  how  happy  I was,  and  felt  with  the  poet : 

“Whichever  way  the  wind  doth  blow. 

Some  heart  is  glad  to  have  it  so. 

Then  blow  it  east  or  blow  it  west. 

The  wind  that  blows — ^that  wind  is  best!” 


“GRIDIRON  BRAVES” 

As  obsarved  by  our  High  School  paper,  “The  Watch  Tower” 


CAPTAIN  ARTHUR  ''SKILLET’’  HINKLEY. 
Hinkley,  captain  of  the  team,  has  had  a 
hard  row  to  hoe.  He  has  been  shifted  from 
quarter  to  half  all  season,  and  has  never 
played  the  same  position  two  weeks  in  suc- 
cession. Let  him  be  given  credit  for  this, 
he  fought  his  greatest  fight  olf  the  field. 
Hinkley  set  an  example  in  training  which 
was  worthy  of  any  Captain  and  might  well 
have  been  copied  by  all  the  players.  He 
played  hard  while  able,  but  lack  of  endur- 
ance, which  he  could  not  get,  made  him  unable  to  stand  the 
strain  of  a long  game. 

WILL  "RED”  GLEASON. 

Gleason,  captain  elect,  played  most  of 
the  year  at  tackle,  being  awarded  this 
place  on  the  second  all-state  team.  It  was 
not  until  the  Moline  game  that  his  pos- 
sibilities at  half  back  were  discovered. 

He  was  kept  out  of  the  game  for  a quar- 
ter in  order  that  he  might  become  imbued 
with  more  fight  on  the  field,  and  the  re- 
sult justified  the  action.  He  hit  the  line 
hard,  sped  around  the  ends  and  dodged  in  veteran  style, 
making  the  first  touchdown,  and  the  Swede  that  got  past 
him  with  the  ball  was  not  seen  throughout  the  game.  All 
in  all,  he  will  make  a fine  captain  next  year,  and  we  surely 
hope  that  he  may  be  the  pilot  of  an  all-state  team. 

SOLOMON  "sol”  butler. 

His  face  wreathed  in  one  great  big, 
broad  smile,  of  which  his  teeth  are  the 
most  prominent  part,  the  ball  under  his 
arm,  his  feet  carrying  him  around  the 
end  and  through  the  broken  field  with 
world-beating  speed,  then  a touchdown — 
that  is  our  picture  of  Sol.  He  is  the  only 
man  from  this  town  to  get  a place  on  the 
all-state  team  for  some  years,  and  Sol 
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could  be  put  at  any  place  on  it,  because  of  his  knowledge  of 
the  game.  He  has  been  the  mainstay  of  Rock  Island  this 
year,  and  Davenport,  Moline,  yes,  all  of  the  teams  we  have 
pliayed  this  year  have  had  the  slogan,  “Get  Butler,”  but  no 
team  has  stopped  him  from  making  at  least  one  touchdown, 
while  in  one  game  he  made  somewhere  around  eight. 

ROBERT  “BOB”  ACKLEY. 

Ackley  has  won  his  third  “R.  I.”  in 
football.  He  is  one  of  the  local  boys  to 
be  picked  for  the  second  all-state  eleven 
at  his  regular  position,  half  back.  In  all 
his  playing  he  has  been  steady  and  re- 
liable, having  a good  trick  of  following 
his  interference  and  picking  holes  in  the 
line.  His  habit  of  making  neat  gains  at 
the  right  time  makes  Bob  one  of  the  most 
valuable  men  on  the  team. 

JOEL  “JITNEY”  NICHOLS. 

Nichols  is  another  of  our  second  all- 
state  men,  being  picked  for  a guard.  He 
played  his  first  year  in  High  School,  be- 
ing one  of  the  “Immigrants.”  Because 
of  his  first  year  of  playing  and  his  light 
weight,  the  placing  of  him  at  guard  is 
certainly  surprising.  None  of  his  oppo- 
nents wish  to  dispute  his  position,  and 
while  handicapped  with  a severe  injury 
to  his  knee,  he  has  played  one  of  the  most  gritty  games  of 
any  of  the  fellows  on  the  team,  and  deserves  great  credit 
for  it. 

RAY  “PETE”  CRISWELL. 

Criswell  is  another  of  the  “Immi- 
grants,” and  was  given  honorable  men- 
tion for  the  first  all-state  team  for  his 
steady  consistent  playing.  One  thing 
about  Criswell  that  sets  him  above  the 
ordinary  player,  he  does  as  he  is  told, 
and  works  hard  all  the  time,  whether 
vvinning  or  losing.  What  is  better  in  any 
man? 


40 


Three  Years  in  High  School  Athletics 


FRANK  “MILAN’’  LOOBY. 

Looby,  the  third  of  the  imported  play- 
ers, is  a valuable  man  to  the  team.  His 
position  is  at  end,  and  he  stars  in  all  of 


its  departments.  He  is  a hard,  sure 


tackier  and  is  good  at  receiving  and  in- 
tercepting forward  passes,  and  is  “game” 
clear  through.  He  is  a fellow  who  plays 
for  the  team  and  school,  and  does  the 
most  he  can  to  put  them  on  top.  Frank 


is  also  very  diligent  in  his  studies,  something  to  be  proud  of. 


ARDO  “PITCH”  GAETJER. 


Gatejer  has  played  his  third  year  in  / 

High  School  football.  He  is  a fine  end,  / \ 

sure  and  hard  in  tackling,  and  recovers  / \ 

about  one-fourth  of  the  fumbles  made  I \ 

when  he  plays  in  a game,  following  the  I 

ball,  and  pouncing  on  it  as  soon  as  the  \ j 

man  drops  it.  He  is  also  a good  back 

field  man,  giving  good  interference  and 

carrying  the  ball  at  a fast  rate,  and  is 

hard  to  down.  He  likes  nothing  better  than  football,  except 

possibly  hunting. 


EDGAR  “ED  JIM”  JAMES. 


James,  the  demon  Welshman  (to  his 
credit?)  and  Junior  class  president,  is 
somewhat  of  a football  player.  He  played 
his  first  game  on  the  gridiron  this  sea- 
son, and  because  of  his  steady,  hard  play- 
ing was  given  a place  at  regular  guard. 
He  has  shown  heavier  and  more  expe- 
rienced players  a few  little  tricks  that 
are  invaluable,  and  has  been  the  cause 


of  bad  dreams  to  opposing  backs  because  of  his  fondness  for 
downing  men  before  they  get  started. 
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WILL  “SON  BILL”  GULLEY. 

Gulley  has  done  his  regular  stunt  this 
fall,  turned  up  when  needed.  He  was  star 
for  the  scrubs  until  it  was  found  that  he 
was  the  best  man  on  the  squad  for  the 
center  position.  His  playing  in  the  Dav- 
enport game  against  a much  heavier  and 
more  experienced  man  showed  his  true 
worth.  His  passing  from  the  pivot  posi- 
tion is  accurate,  few  times  have  men  in 
the  backfield  blamed  a bad  pass  from  Bill  for  their  fumbles. 
All  considered,  he  did  remarkable  work,  and  has  earned  his 
first  “R.  L” 

CLIFFORD  “CLIFF”  WHISLER. 

“Cliff,”  following  in  his  brother’s  foot- 
steps, held  down  the  fullback  position 
this  year.  Although  this  is  his  first  year 
as  a High  School  regular,  he  has  starred 
on  independent  teams.  His  line  nlung- 
ing  is  of  the  best.  He  often  goes  on  for 
about  five  yards  with  a miscellaneous  col- 
lection of  opponents  on  his  neck  and 
shoulders,  and  very  few  men  get  through 
him  on  secondary  defense.  Cliff  gets  them  as  soon  as  their 
head  shows  through  the  tangle  in  the  line.  He  will  no  doubt 
be  one  of  the  mainstays  on  the  team  next  season. 

LESLIE  “TOUGH”  JOHNSON. 

Johnson  is  another  man  who  was  pulled 
away  from  the  victorious  scrubs  and  put 
in  the  regular  lineup.  He  did  fine  work 
on  the  scrubs,  being  responsible  for  their 
good  showing,  but  he  did  much  better  on 
the  regular  team.  He  was  played  at  end 
most  of  the  games,  because  of  his  sure 
tackling,  but  that  Moline  game,  who  will 
forget?  He  has  the  quarterback’s  trick 
of  doing  the  opposite  from  what  the  opposing  team  expects, 
and  is  given  credit  for  beating  his  countrymen,  the  Scandi- 
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navians,  on  Nov.  14.  He  has  earned  his  letter  on  merit 
alone,  and  everyone  is  glad  to  see  him  get  it. 


VIVIAN  THOMAS. 

“Maggie’’  acted  as  sub  for  any  position 
in  the  back  field  this  year,  and  consider- 
ing the  quality  of  his  playing  towards  the 
last  of  the  year,  there  is  no  doubt  but 
what  he  will  be  able  to  land  a permanent 
berth  next  season.  No  one  will  ever  for- 
get the  playing  of  this  long,  lanky  Irish- 
man in  the  Monmouth  game. 


LEO  “dutch”  WAGNER. 

Wagner  played  his  best  game  at  the  be- 
ginning of  the  year.  Although  a green 
man,  he  worked  through  the  scrubs  line 
in  a way  that  made  the  other  candidates 
for  the  position  despair.  His  playing 
against  the  heavy,  fast  Alumni  was  of  the 
best,  but  his  great  speed  could  not  be  kept 
up.  However,  he  has  always  been  the 
first  to  be  sent  in  when  a place  in  the  line 
was  found  to  be  weakening,  and  always  played  his  best. 


FAY  “FARMER”  REEVES. 

Reeves  is  not  as  good  on  the  gridiron 
as  on  the  basketball  floor,  but  neverthe- 
less plays  a fast,  hard  game  of  football. 
His  best  position  is  at  end,  where  his  abil- 
ity to  handle  forward  passes  makes  him 
of  great  value  when  the  open  style  of  play 
is  used.  His  kicking  powers  are  excep- 
tional; he  is  one  of  the  best  punters  on 
the  team.  He  is  also  good  at  other  duties 
of  the  end,  tackling,  and  breaking  up  the  opponent’s  inter- 
ference. 
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BLISS  “JOY”  RINCK. 

Bliss  is  another  of  the  men  who  helped 
to  make  the  scrubs  successful  before  he 
was  given  a full  try  out  with  the  regulars. 

Perhaps  because  of  his  grudge  against 
some  of  the  Scandinavians,  or  perhaps 
“just  because,”  he  played  better  than  his 
best,  if  such  a thing  is  possible,  in  that 
Moline  game.  His  playing  against  Mo- 
line was  what  helped  in  a large  measure 
to  best  them,  for  Bliss  broke  up  plays' right  and  left,  and 
helped  make  big  holes  for  the  man  with  the  ball. 

MYER  “MIKE”  MORRIS. 

After  two  years  of  effort  Mike  suc- 
ceeded in  winning  his  letter.  Being  gen- 
eral utility  man,  Myer  was  used  in  nearly 
every  position  on  the  team.  His  game 
against  Aledo  will  be  remembered  as  his 
best  effort  of  the  season.  In  the  Moline 
game,  Morris  succeeded  in  crossing  the 
goal  line  for  six  additional  points,  but  the 
referee  ruled  that  his  touchdown  did  not 
Mike  gets  his  “R.  L,”  and  if  he  is  happy,  so 


count.  Anyhow, 
are  we. 


SUMMARY  OF  GAMES. 

Sept.  27 — Rock  Island  6,  Alumni  0.  At  Rock  Island. 
Oct.  4 — Rock  Island  76,  Aledo  0.  At  Rock  Island. 

Oct.  11 — Rock  Island  0,  Rockford  21.  At  Rockford. 
Oct.  18 — Rock  Island  53,  Ottawa  0.  At  Rock  Island. 
Oct.  25 — Rock  Island  73,  Monmouth  0.  At  Rock  Island. 
Nov.  1 — Rock  Island  27,  Princton  7.  At  Princeton. 
Nov.  7 — Rock  Island  7,  Davenport  21.  At  Davenport. 
Nov.  14 — Rock  Island  12,  Moline  0.  At  Moline. 

Totals — Rock  Island,  254 ; opponents,  49. 


At  the  present  time  I am  playing  basketball  with  the 
school  team.  I greatly  enjoy  the  sport,  and  had  the  satisfac- 
tion of  playing  in  the  game  where  we  won  from  Moline  in 
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this  indoor  sport.  Captain  Reeves,  Morris,  Gleason,  Rinck, 
Gulley,  Hinkley  and  Whisler  are  all  fine  players,  and  we  hope 
to  win  the  Galesburg  tournament.  Mr.  Cook,  Mr.  Robb  and 
Coach  Roe  have  all  helped  in  training  the  team,  and  it  is 
safe  to  say  that  we  will  stand  high  in  this  branch  of  sport. 

I am  looking  forward  to  a good  track  season  and  will 
work  hard  to-  be  in  better  form  than  I ever  was  before.  I 
will  always  do  my  very  best  for  Rock  Island. 

There  will  be  a revised  edition  of  this  work  at  the  con- 
clusion of  the  period  dating  from  the  opening  of  the  basket- 
ball season  up  to  the  ending  of  the  term  in  May. 


Mr.  A.  J.  Burton,  Principal  of  Rock  Island  High  School 

In  closing  this  book  I would  like  to  make  you  acquainted 
with  Mr.  A.  J.  Burton,  the  principal  of  the  high  school.  Mr. 
Burton  is  a man  whom  I admire  for  his  integrity,  his  high 
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ideals  and  fair-mindedness.  It  is  interesting  and  valuable 
to  know  the  people  with  whom  you  come  in  contact,  there- 
fore I have  made  a study  of  Mr.  Burton’s  character,  and  I 
am  sure  that  he  has  the  interests  of  the  school  at  heart.  He 
means  well  by  every  student  in  the  school,  and  those  who 
think  that  he  does  not  have  only  to  know  him  to  think 
differently.  The  principal  of  any  high  school  has  a great 
deal  to  endure,  and  there  are  always  persons  who  think  that 
it  is  their  duty  to  run  the  school  instead  of  performing  the 
duties  that  fall  upon  them.  I have  every  reason  to  like  Mr. 
Burton,  and  I greatly  appreciate  the  many  courtesies  that 
he  has  shown  both  my  brother  and  myself.  Rock  Island 
should  be  glad  to  have  him  as  one  of  its  foremost  educators. 

As  I introduce  Mr.  E.  C.  Fisher,  the  superintendent,  I 
think  of  the  number  of  social  gatherings  we  have  had  in  the 
high  school  and  the  clever  stories  that  he  has  told.  I think 
he  is  one  of  the  best  speakers  I have  ever  listened  to.  His 
talks  give  you  ideas  that  can  help  you  in  future  life  if  you 
will  put  them  into  practice.  He  is  a man  who  realizes  that 
you  can’t  make  old  people  out  of  young  ones ; that  boys  will 
be  boys,  and  that  there  is  a good  side  to  every  one’s  life. 
Mr.  Fisher  is  a general  favorite  with  the  students  and  a 
very  popular  man  among  the  people  of  the  Tri-Cities. 


HerY)ert  X.  Roe.  Director  of  Athletics  and  Physical  Education  Rock  Island  Hish  .School 

I hardly  need  to  make  you  acquainted  with  Mr.  Herbert 
N.  Roe,  the  man  who  has  done  most  in  my  development.  He 
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is  a wonderful  coach  and  has  a most  inspiring  personality. 
You  have  met  him  on  the  field,  track  and  gym.,  and  also  in 
the  intellectual  affairs  of  the  school.  Mr.  Roe  is  the  man 
who  enabled  me  to  reach  my  place  in  athletics  and  to  compete 
with  the  foremost  athletes  in  the  United  States.  I have 
proven,  and  I hope  to  continue  to  do  so,  that  the  Roe  system 
of  coaching  and  training  is  always  good.  He  studies  each 
man  and  always  get  the  very  best  out  of  his  material.  As 
he  has  an  athletic  record  himself,  he  knows  how  to  treat  his 
men  and  how  much  to  demand  of  them.  A number  of  athletes 
go  on  the  field  to  win  fame  when  they  haven’t  done  the  right 
thing  up  to  the  time  they  compete.  Then  when  they  find 
that  they  cannot  produce  the  goods  they  lay  the  blame  on 
the  coach.  A coach  is  the  same  as  a teacher,  he  can  instruct 
you,  but  you  must  learn  for  yourself.  Besides,  if  you  are 
not  interested  in  your  work*  you  are  a failure.  Mr.  Roe  and 
I have  worked  together  for  more  than  two  years,  and  I more 
than  appreciate  what  he  has  done  for  me  in  my  struggle  for 
recognition  and  success.  I hope  to  be  able  to  prove  to  the 
world  in  the  Pan-American  meet  that  Coach  H.  N.  Roe  is  in 
every  sense  “a  real  coach.”  He  has  given  me  for  a motto, 
“Always  finish  the  race  a yard  beyond  the  tape also, 

“It  is  not  wealth,  or  rank,  or  state. 

But  ‘Get  up  and  get’  that  makes  men  great.” 


HOW  I RUN  THE  DASHES 

In  running  the  short  dashes  the  main  object  is  to  get  off 
ahead  of  the  other  fellow  without  jumping  the  gun  and 
getting  set  back.  To  accomplish  this  you  must  be  cool  headed 
and  quick.  I try  to  make  my  starts  a matter  of  reflex  action 
and  depend  upon  the  gun  for  the  impetus.  During  my  entire 
career  I have  never  jumped  the  gun.  When  I am  training 
for  a race  I have  brother  or  coach  to  start  me  in  every  way 
imaginable.  I do  this,  for  every  starter  has  his  own  idea  of 
the  way  athletes  should  get  off,  and  some  hold  you  longer 
than  others.  The  best  starters  I have  ever  run  under  are, 
in  my  mind,  Hamilton,  of  Kansas  university,  and  Cayuse,  at 
Northwestern. 
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In  the  fifty  it  is  necessary  to  give  every  ounce  of  strength 
from  the  very  start,  hurling  yourself  at  the  tape  when  near- 
ing the  finish. 


50  YardDash,  Time  5 3-5 


THE  100  YARD  DASH. 

The  century  is  the  -greatest  race  known  to  the  track,  and 
supremacy  in  this  is  coveted  by  a great  many  sprinters.  The 
start  should  be  as  quick  as  possible,  every  muscle  in  the  lower 


100  Yard  Dash,  Time  9 4-5 

part  of  the  body  in  action  on  the  instant.  The  chest  muscles 
should  be  relaxed  until  within  fifteen  yards  from  the  finish. 
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At  this  point  you  must  have  something  in  reserve,  gauging 
your  strength  so  that  you  can  increase  your  stride  near  the 
tape.  The  last  fifteen  yards  determines  the  winner  in  a close 
race,  your  power  of  concentration  and  determination  count- 
ing for  a great  deal.  The  length  of  your  stride  depends  on 
yourself  and  the  manner  in  which  you  run.  Some  fast 
men  use  short  strides  while  others  use  very  long  ones. 

' , THE  220  YARD  DASH. 

This  race  is  run  a little  differently  from  the  100,  but  you 
must  keep  in  mind  the  two  essentials  of  the  first  race.  You 
should  run  the  220  with  the  real  finish  starting  about  fifty 
yards  from  the  finish.  To  do  this  you  will  have  to  gauge 
your  strength  accordingly.  The  first  fifty  yards  should  be 
run  at  high  speed  to  rid  yourself  of  the  fastest  opponents  and 
enable  you  to  cut  in  if  you  are  running  on  a curve.  After 


2:}l)  Yiird  Dash,  Time  22 


you  have  done  this,  settle  down  to  an  even  gait,  always 
keeping  your  competitors  within  three  yards  of  you.  Some 
of  them  will  misjudge  their  strength  before  they  have  gone 
120  yards.  During  this  time  you  may  be  left  for  three  yards, 
but  never  let  any  man  get  more  than  that  distance  ahead 
of  you.  When  you  reach  the  fifty  yard  mark  give  the  very 
best  you  have  in  you  to  the  final  leap  for  the  tape.  To  do 
this  you  must  have  confidence  in  yourself,  absolutely  no  fear. 
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and  be  willing  to  lose  if  there  is  a better  man  in  the  race.  If 
you  have  confidence,  the  time  that  you  might  spend  shivering 
with  fear  or  nervousness  you  can  spend  in  studying  the  men 
who  are  to  be  your  opponents. 

THE  220  HURDLES. 

Of  all  the  races  that  I run  I like  the  hurdles  the  best. 
There  is  lots  of  real  enjoyment  in  leaping  these  barriers.  It 
is  sport  from  the  crack  of  the  gun  to  the  finish.  It  requires 
a lot  of  hard  practice  to  be  able  to  get  over  the  hurdles 
properly  and  to  keep  an  even  stride  between  them,  also 
never  to  “fioat”  them.  The  nearer  you  come  to  clearing  the 
bars  without  knocking  them  over,  the  better.  This  is  what 
every  coach  and  athlete  calls  “form.”  To  develop  this  form 
you  must  have  a weak  mind  and  strong  shins.  I think  I 
have  neither,  so  I have  never  mastered  this  form.  I just 
get  over  them  and  trust  to  my  speed  to  get  me  to  the  tape 
first.  I have  never  been  beaten  in  a hurdle  race. 

The  other  races,  from  the  440  up  to  the  marathons,  are 
tests  of  endurance  rather  than  skill  or  form.  I have  often 
run  the  440,  and  it  is  the  hardest  of  all  races.  It  demands 
great  endurance  and  moderate  speed.  Here  is  a list  of  some 
of  the  races  I have  run : 


RACE 

OPPONENT 

TIME 

WINNER 

REMARKS 

100 

Porter 

10  2/5 

Myself 

Phrst  real  race. 

100 

Wright 

10  1/5 

Myself 

Real  exciting. 

50 

Hardy 

5 3/5 

Hardy 

I learn  by  experi- 
ence. 

220 

Carter,  of 
Chicago 

23  1/5 

Carter 

A very  fine  runner. 

120 

Joe  Loomis 

11  4/5 

Loomis 

Couldn’t  win. 

Hiid  to  run  the  whole  family.  Pa 
Loomis  was  one  of  the  .iudu'es. 

RACE 

BEST  TIME 

DEFEATS 

REMARKS 

100 

9 4/5 

None 

I hope  to  do  better. 

50 

5 2/5 

One 

Was  beaten  fairly. 

60 

6 2/5 

None 

Equaled  world’s  record. 

120  hurdles 

14 

None 

Real  pleasure. 

220  dash 

22 

Two 

Not  my  best  race. 

220  hurdles 

24  4/5 

None 

A real  obstacle  race. 

Shot-put — distance,  46  feet,  eight  inches. 
High  jump — height,  5 feet  and  IOI/2  inches. 
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METHOD  OF  TRAINING 


A painter  once  asked  his  teacher  how  to  mix  his  paints. 
“With  brains,  sir,”  was  the  reply.  This  answer  can  be  sub- 
stituted in  the  process  of  training. 

There  are  no  two  athletes  in  the  world  alike,  and  every 
man  has  to  study  himself  and  devise  his  own  system  of  train- 
ing. His  muscular  development  should  be  studied  and  natural 
ability  developed  along  the  line  that  he  is  best  fitted  for. 
There  are  some  set  rules  that  we  have  to  follow  if  we  desire 
to  make  good,  namely:  right  living,  a proper  mental  atti- 
tude, proper  food  and  sufficient  rest,  all  combined  with  hard 
work.  As  for  the  food  question,  I eat  reasonable  amounts  of 
wholesome  food  with  very  little  fatty  or  sweet  stuff.  I al- 
ways have  regular  meal  hours  and  never  eat  a thing  between 
meals.  If  possible,  before  every  strenuous  contest  I drink 
a glass  of  milk  with  a raw  egg  in  it.  This  is  easily  digested 
and  I think  helps  my  wind.  Another  thing  that  is  very  re- 
freshing to  me  is  ice  cream,  and  I can  hardly  get  enough  of 
it.  On  the  day  of  a meet  I take  a hearty  breakfast  of  some 
kind  of  meat,  toast,  eggs  and  milk  and  at  noon  tw;Q  eggs, 
some  toast  and  one  glass  of  milk.  Dieting  is  worth^4ome- 
thing,  but  proper  rest  is  much  more  so.  I usually  go  to  bed 
about  10  o'clock  and  never  later  than  10:30  and  always  get 
up  at  seven.  Too  much  sleep  is  as  bad  as  not  enough.  On 
the  night  before  a meet  or  hard  game  I always  retire  at  10 
o’clock  and  I always  adhere  to  this  set  rule.  When  my 
friends  say  to  me,  “Come  on  with  us,  you  will  get  in  in  plenty 
of  time,”  I tell  them  that  to  make  good,  an  athlete  must  sac- 
rifice pleasure  and  attend  strictly  to  business.  If  I fooled 
around  till  midnight  before  a contest  my  friends  would  be 
the  first  to  say,  “I  knew  Sol  couldn’t  stay  up  all  night  and 
win.”  On  the  other  hand,  if  I am  beaten,  all  they  can  say  is 
that  I trained  hard  but  was  beaten  by  a better  man.  When 
I go  to  a meet  I always  take  my  brother  Ben  with  me,  be- 
cause he  is  proof  against  all  doubts  and  fears  and  has  un- 
limited confidence  in  my  ability.  When  we  start  for  a meet 
Ben  takes  a program  and  decides  on  the  events  that  I am 
expected  to  win. 
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(’oitfh  K(h*.  Sol  iind  Ben,  with  Tro])hies 


‘‘Look,  Sol!  we  will  win  this.”  He  always  says  “we,”  on 
account  of  his  past  achievements,  when  he  used  to  outrun 
me  any  day  in  the  week.  Sometimes  I think  my  brother  be- 
lieves I could  make  a watch  with  a sledge  hammer.  His 
good  humor  and  laughter  are  so  contagious  that  soon  I find 
myself  running  imaginary  races  and  coming  out  as  Ben 
predicts. 

The  only  time  that  Ben’s  judgment  was  poor  was  at  the 
indoor  meet  at  Northwestern  last  March.  I had  placed  in 
six  events  the  first  night,  which  was  no  small  task,  on  ac- 
count of  my  not  being  acclimated  nor  accustomed  to  work- 
ing indoors.  After  winning  the  broad  jump  and  the  sixty 
yard  dash,  Mr.  Omer  advised  me  to  pass  up  the  440  in 
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order  to  be  in  good  shape  for  the  sixty  yard  hurdles,  but  Ben 
insisted  that  I run  in  order  that  the  people  wouldn’t  think 
me  a quitter.  When  he  hinted  that,  it  was  more  than  I could 
stand  and  I lined  up  with  the  rest  of  the  quarter  milers.  Be- 
fore that  race  was  over  I had  accumulated  a thousand  dol- 
lars worth  of  experience.  I did  not  even  place  in  it  and  at 
every  stride  I learned  something  new  about  using  my  arms, 
about  getting  pocketed  and  the  finer  points  of  this  kind  of 
a race.  After  the  race  I had  about  ten  minutes  to  get  ready 
for  the  hurdles  and  was  very  tired.  Ben  said,  “don’t  mind, 
Sol,  they  know  you  are  not  a quitter,  besides  every  athlete 
has  to  be  beaten  once  in  a while.”  He  continued  to  console 
me  until  by  the  time  he  had  finished  the  rub-down  I was 
proud  to  hear  him  say,  “Sol,  I have  added  five  points  more 
for  Hutchinson,  go  out  and  claim  them  for  me.” 

After  the  meet  Ben  decided  that  if  I had  kept  out  of  the 
quarter  I could  have  raised  my  feet  a little  higher  and 
avoided  knocking *over  the  hurdle  which  disqualified  me  and 
knocked  me  out  of  a world’s  record.  Nevertheless,  I hope  to 
have  Ben’s  prediction  come  true,  that  I will  do  these  things 
when  I compete  again  at  Northwestern.  Not  every  athlete 
is  so  fortunate  as  to  have  an  enthusiastic  brother  as  a con- 
stant companion. 


